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in  the  conflict 


1955  - ' ^ -V 

I RESOLVE  TO  SEE 

T 

In  every  stupid  questl®NJtoman  soul  groping  in  the  dark  for  truth; 


In  every  conceited  d^darati^^^man  soul'  desperately  grasping 
for  the  dignit^ef  which  ife^&^bbed; 


/ : ' 

In  every  j^gfp^ive  challenge  a hum 
bet\^een  this  world  and  the  next; 


"every  angry  denial  a human  soul  shrinkingTronylhe  Sacrifice  of 


the  Cross; 


In  every  false  statement  a human  soul  lost  on  the  road  through 
ignorance; 

- 

In  every  trick  difliculty  a human  soul  misled  by  false  prophets; 

In  every  scornful  laugh  a human  soul  deprived  of  the  only  real  joy, 

and,-  ’■  V ' \ 


In  every  listener  the  image  and  likeness  of  God, 


• LENTEN  M#VIE  FARE  • 

Just  this  once  let’s  forget  all  Holly- 
wooden  juggling  of  superlatives  of 
description  and  frankly  admit  the  film 
UPON  THIS  ROCK  is  not  mere  enter- 
tainment. Neither  is  the  season  of  Lent 
a time  for  entertainment.  During  Lent 
we  are  urged  to  turn  our  thoughts  with 
greater  frequency  and  seriousness  to  the 
values  in  life  which  are  of  paramount 
importance  and  which  must  lead  us  to 
becoming  Christ-like  now  or  never. 
UPON  THIS  ROCK  is  the  life-story  of 
Christ  on  this  earth.  It  is  beautifully 
told  and  it  is  acted  with  the  dignity  and 
restraint  the  theme  calls  for.  To  see  it 
once  is  to  obtain  a clearer  conception 
of  the  Man  of  Sorrows. 

To  see  it  twice  . . . Who  can  say  what 
hidden  promptings  of  grace  may  stir 
the  soul?  If  we  do  not  pattern  our  lives 
after  His,  we  will  not  see  salvation.  And 
if  we  do  not  strive  to  know  Him,  how 
can  we  follow  Him? 

Make  the  seeing  of  UPON  THIS 
ROCK  be  a true  and  lasting  turning 
point  in  your  life,  whether  the  turning 
be  from  bad  to  good,  or  from  good  to 
better.  See  it  as  a preparation  for  the 
events  of  Passiontide.  See  it  as  an  aid  to 
meditation.  See  it  that  you  may  know 
Him  more  clearly  to  love  Him  more 
dearly. 

This  film,  16  mm.,  is  in  colour  with 
English  dialogue  and  runs  for  90 
minutes. 

For  bookings,  write  or  phone: 

Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.M., 

60  Crescent  Road, 

Toronto,  Ontario 

Telephone:  WAlnut  1-00 IB 


Films  also  available  are: 

THE  SECRET  CONCLAVE 

(16  mm.,  English  dialogue.) 

THAT  I MAY  SEE 

(16  mm.,  length,  60  minutes.) 

NEVER  TAKE  NO  FOR  AN  ANSWER 

(16  and  35  mm.,  in  English.  Length, 
90  minutes.) 

All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 
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May  1955  be  a year  overflowing  with 
God's  choicest  blessings  on  all  our 
friends  and  benefactors. 

Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M. 
Superior  General. 
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WAKE  UP,  CANADA! 

This  month  we  present  for  the  serious  consideration  of  our  readers  the  revealing 
story  of  Fr.  Arthur  Venadam,  S.F.M.,  who  was  expelled  recently  from  China 
after  spending  two  years  in  Red  jails.  Here  is  firsthand  information  — not  hearsay. 
Here  are  facts  — not  fables.  Here  is  a graphic  and  gripping  preview  of  what  all  of 
us  can  expect  from  Communism  wherever  it  gains  the  mastery. 


A most  alarming  aspect  of  the  Red  problem  in  Canada  is  the  very  evident 
refusal  of  Canadians  to  face  up  to  it  even  though  in  the  process  many  of  their  pre- 
conceived ideas  of  the  matter  might  be  shattered.  We  talk  of  our  Canadian  way  of 
life  (meaning  our  comfortable  way  of  life)  as  if,  in  itself,  it  contained  some  secret 
ingredient  to  render  us  immune  to  the  Red  virus.  There  is  one  startling  truth  about 
Communism  that  far  too  many  of  us  either  refuse  to  admit,  or  that  we  dismiss  as 
something  irrelevant  to  understanding  it.  What  is  this  truth?  It  is  that  Communism  is 
essentially  and  implacably  anti-Christian. 

Since  everything  we  hold  to  be  worthwhile  in  our  society  is  rooted  in  and 
nourished  by  Christianity,  does  it  require  some  sort  of  clairvoyance  to  see  that  the 
death  of  one  means  destruction  of  the  other?  Communism,  according  to  its  nefarious 
apostles,  is  based  on  “dialectical  materialism”;  in  plain  English  this  means  that 
Communism,  or  rather  the  Communist  endeavour,  is  simply  the  determination  to 
prove  that  God  does  not  exist! 

All  Red  atrocities,  mass  murders,  lies  and  the  like  are  logical  and  commendable 
in  the  light  of  such  a doctrine.  If  there  is  no  God,  there  is  no  reason  for  order,  for 
law,  for  freedom.  These  are  concepts  that  have  value  only  because  of  the  existence  of 
a Supreme  Being.  Now,  is  it  possible  that  our  Canadian  political  — and  in  many 
cases  religious  — leaders  have  not  yet  learned  this  fundamental  truth  about  the 
Reds?  Or  what  is  worse,  have  they  decided  to  ignore  it?  That  one  or  both  is  so, 
seems  to  be  indicated  by  their  growing  belief  in  the  gospel  of  “peaceful  co-existence” 
that  interested  parties  are  preaching. 

Communism  will  continue  its  successes  in  destroying  men  until  leaders  will  arise 
with  enough  guts  to  take  up  the  cry  of  the  Archangel  Michael  “WHO  IS  LIKE  TO 
GOD!”  and  launch  a crusade  against  this  deadly  enemy  and  against  those  who  aid 
him  by  their  callous  bartering  of  the  souls  of  men  for  a balanced  bank  book.  But,  of 
course,  that  sort  of  vigorous  action  takes  courage.  — The  Editor 


Arthur  Venadam,  S.F.M.,  ordained  in  1930, 
hails  from  Pomquet,  N.S.  He  went  to  China 
in  October,  1931  and  was  recalled  to  Canada 
for  campaign  worlc  in  1936.  He  returned  to 
China  in  1938  where  he  laboured  quietly  and 
effectively  until  his  arrest.  (See  page  16) 

The  Scarboro  Fathers  standing  behind  Fr. 
Venadam  are,  from  left  to  right,  L.  McFar- 
land R.  Pelow  and  T.  Morrissey  of  our  mission 
band  in  Japan. 


. 


"Sometimes  I have  to  walk  . . . 
or 

. . . travel  by  small  motor  boat 


Craig  Strang,  S.F.M. 
writes 
a letter 
from 

The  Bahamas 

$2 


T had  a nice  trip  down  and  during 
^ my  wait  on  Harbour  Island  for  a 
plane  to  take  me  over  to  Eleuthera 
I visited  various  religious  institu- 
tions. I found  out  that  Harbour 
Island  is  the  only  place  in  our  new 
district  with  electricity.  Luckily  I 
have  a small  battery  radio  which 
can  pick  up  Miami  and  other  U.S. 
stations. 

At  the  present  moment  I am  out 
on  Eleuthera  making  the  missions. 
It  is  really  missionary  work  in  the 
strict  sense  of  the  word.  I deal 
mostly  with  coloured  folk,  the  great 
part  of  whom  have  little  of  worldly 
goods.  In  some  respects  they  are 
worse  off  than  the  poor  in  China. 

The  Catholics  here  are  widely 
scattered;  hence  a lot  of  travelling 
is  necessary.  Sometimes  I have  to 
walk  through  thick  underbrush; 
sometimes  I must  travel  by  small 
motor-boat  on  the  open  sea,  and 
when  I land  I go  the  rest  of  the  way 
by  truck.  As  boats  and  trucks  are 
very  expensive  conveyances  here,  I 
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Ail 


OLD  MISSIONARY 

in  a 

NEW  FIELD 


A veteran  of  Scarboro’s  mis- 
sions in  China  goes  to  work 
among  new  people 


will  have  to  think  out  some  plan  to 
get  at  least  a truck  of  my  own. 

In  Hatchet  Bay  I find  the  anti- 
Catholic  element  is  quite  strong, 
but  I hope  to  remedy  that  situation 
little  by  little.  It  will  be  tough 
going  because  there  is  enough  work 
right  now  for  four  more  priests  at 
least. 

The  G.I.s  at  the  base,  about 
seven  miles  from  my  headquarters, 
are  clamoring  for  more  regular 
Mass-times,  so,  everything  consid- 
ered, I shall  probably  have  to  tri- 
nate  every  Sunday.  Yesterday  I had 
dinner  at  this  base  and  it  was  very 
enjoyable  because  in  most  places  it 
is  impossible  to  get  fresh  meat  and 
eggs. 

The  temperature  has  been  hover- 
ing in  the  80’s  and  drops  about  10 
degrees  during  the  night. 

I can  use  all  kinds  of  Catholic 
periodicals,  holy  pictures  and  such. 

This  is  all  for  now  and  please  say 
hello  to  all  there  for  me. 


The  catechist,  indispensable  aid  to  the 
missionary  . . . 

. . . gives  instructions  to  children  and  adults 
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Most  Rev.  Richard  Lester  Guilly,  S.J.,  D.D., 
O.B.E.,  was  consecrated  in  his  Cathedral  in 
Georgetown,  B.G.  on  October  24th,  1954, 
as  Vicar-Apostolic  of  British  Guiana  and 
Barbados.  He  was  formerly  the  Jesuit  Super- 
ior in  British  Guiana.  The  new  Bishop  is  49. 
His  consecration  was  the  first  to  take  place 
in  B.G.  in  more  than  50  years;  four  pre- 
vious Bishops  were  also  Jesuits. 


NEW  BISHOP 
for 

BRITISH  GUIANA 


'"The  first  Episcopal  Consecration 
-*•  to  take  place  in  the  Cathedral 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception  in 
Georgetown,  British  Guiana,  was 
marked  with  great  splendour  on 
October  24th  in  Marian  Year.  Most 
Rev.  Luigi  Raimondi,  D.D.,  Apos- 
tolic Delegate  to  the  British  Cari- 
bean  area,  was  Consecrator,  assisted 
by  Bishop  Weld,  S.J.,  retired  Vicar- 
Apostolic  of  B.G.,  and  Bishop 
Turner,  S.F.M.,  of  Lishui,  China. 

Assisting  the  Consecrator  were 
the  Superiors  of  the  Jesuits,  and  the 
Scarboro  Fathers  in  the  Vicariate, 
V.  Rev.  F.  J.  Smith,  S.J.,  and  V. 


Rev.  Ed.  Moriarty,  S.F.M.  Father 
Chadwick,  S.J.,  assisted  Bishop 
Weld  and  Father  Kirby,  S.F.M. , as- 
sisted Bishop  Turner.  Fr.  T. 
O’Brien,  S.J.,  was  Master  of  Cere- 
monies and  the  preacher  was  Fr. 
Fenn,  S.J. 

The  newly-consecrated  Bishop 
Guilly,  S.J.,  is  Ecclesiastical  Super- 
ior of  our  Scarboro  Fathers  in  his 
Vicariate.  In  1953  he  visited  Scar- 
boro to  ask  for  priests  to  help  his 
Jesuit  missionaries  and  seven  Scar- 
boro Fathers  now  work  in  three 
parishes  there. 

PHOTOS  BY  RAATGEVER 


Archbishop  Raimondi  and  Bishop  Turner  in  British  Guiana  with  (left  to  right)  Scarboro  Fathers 
J.  McNamara,  J.  Moriarty,  E.  Moriarty,  F.  Thornley  and  K.  MacAulay. 
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Father  Morrissey  attends  reception  of 
newly  married  parishioners 


by  THOMAS  MORRISSEY,  S.F.M. 

TVTy  parish  in  Japan  is  in  the 
^ town  of  Kawatana,  in  the  dio- 
cese of  Nagasaki.  The  Mayor  had 
invited  me  to  attend  a Buddhist 
service  for  the  war-dead  of  Kawa- 
tana, but,  of  course,  I could  not. 
However,  wishing  to  honour  the 
dead  I decided  to  have  a Catholic 
Memorial  Service  and  planned  it 
for  November  11th. 

It  was  a time  of  nervousness  for 
me  as  I awaited  the  results  of  my 
arranging.  Catholics  are  so  few  in 
this  town,  and  we  are  so  little 
known,  that  I feared  we  might  “lose 
face”  if  our  Catholic  service  was 
ignored.  The  affair  would  serve  as 
a test  of  our  popularity  in  town. 
Now  I am  happy  to  record  that  it 
turned  out  to  be  a great  event  in 
our  locality. 

Invitations  were  sent  to  400 
people,  and  300  of  them  came.  The 
Bishop  of  Nagasaki  honoured  us 


KAWATANA’S 

MEMORIAL 

SERVICE 


by  his  presence.  Our  little  chapel 
was  far  too  small  to  accommodate 
everyone,  so  the  Kindergarten  was 
used  and  was  filled  to  overflowing. 
The  Pontifical  Mass  was  said  in  the 
Kindergarten. 

We  were  well  organized,  with 
ushers  and  receptionists  at  or  on 
every  corner.  Of  the  20  “elite”  in 
town  who  had  been  invited,  18  were 
present,  including  two  Buddhist 
bonzes  (priests)  and  the  Shinto 
“man  of  God”  (see  photo) . Father 
Walsh,  U.S.  Chaplain  in  Sasebo, 
was  deacon;  Father  Itonaga,  sub- 
deacon; Father  R.  Pelow,  Scarboro’s 
Acting  Regional  Superior,  was 
Master  of  Ceremonies.  Father  E. 
Geier,  S.F.M.  helped  my  choir  (or 
vice-versa)  while  Fr.  Michael  Cox, 
S.F.M.,  played  the  organ.  (Fr. 
Michael  is  a brother  of  Fr.  William 
Cox,  General  Econome  of  Scarboro 
Missions.  ED.) 
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His  Excellency,  Bishop  Yama- 
guchi,  spoke  before  the  Mass  and 
again  after  the  Absolution.  Then 
the  head  of  the  “Bereaved  Families 
Association”  read  an  address  of 
thanks.  After  Mass,  lunch  was 
served  to  the  distinguished  guests. 

We  had  mimeographed  a trans- 
lation of  the  Requiem  Mass  into 
Japanese  and  each  guest  was  given 
a copy  (20  pages  in  all)  as  he  or 
she  entered  for  Mass.  The  catechist 
announced  the  page  and  name  of 
the  prayer  being  said  or  sung. 
There  was  very  obvious  interest. 
Even  I was  impressed.  Black  and 
white  bunting  adorned  the  Kinder- 
garten to  give  the  desired  mourning 
effect. 


I was  happy  to  receive  from  our 
Bishop,  on  his  return  home,  a note 
of  congratulation  for  the  deep  im- 
pression the  Memorial  Service  had 
made  on  the  pagan  community.  He 
suggested  that  it  be  followed  up  by 
a movie  entertainment  for  the  be- 
reaved families.  From  the  local 
Hospital  came  our  Catholics  and 
some  of  our  catechumens  in  their 
own  bus.  The  hospital  director  also 
attended,  and  is  in  the  photograph 
below  together  with  all  others 
mentioned  in  this  account.  To  each 
one  in  the  photo  a copy  will  be 
sent  as  a souvenir  of  the  occasion. 
I am  sure  our  ceremonial  remem- 
brance of  the  war-dead  has  given  us 
much  favourable  attention  in 
Kawatana. 
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A heady  way 
# to  correct 

posture! 

The  Haitians 

are 

God*s  Children 

too 

by  JOHN  O'CONNOR,  S.F.M. 


. . they  made 
us  promise  we 
would  visit  them  again  ” 
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IN  THE  PARISH  of  Seibo,  Do- 
minican Republic,  there  are  many 
bateys,  probably  twenty-five.  A batey 
is  a group  of  some  fifteen  to  one 
hundred  small  wooden  houses  in 
which  live  the  men,  women  and 
children  who  work  a sugar  planta- 
tion. Such  land  often  extends  over 
thousands  of  acres,  making  it  neces- 
sary to  have  bateys  strategically 
placed  so  that  the  labourers  can  be 
close  to  their  area  of  work. 

Here  in  Seibo  there  are  fifty-five 
thousand  people  in  the  parish. 
Three  priests  are  kept  so  busy  with 
regular  campo  visits  plus  work  in 
the  town,  that  there  is  little  time  in 
which  to  visit  the  bateys  — a condi- 
tion as  yet  unremediable. 

We  wondered  a bit  as  to  how  we 
would  be  received  in  such  areas. 
Many  knotty  problems  had  to  be 
considered.  Most  of  these  people 
were  Haitians  and  a sizable  number 
of  them  still  practised  Voodooism, 
which  had  been  banned  by  law. 
Then  too,  we  were  told  that  they 
spoke  only  French  and  would  not 
understand  Spanish.  (This  was 
an  exaggeration.) 

An  opportunity  to  visit  a batey 
came  one  Sunday  afternoon  and  we 
enthusiastically  availed  ourselves  of 
it  in  order  to  see  what  would  come 
of  it.  When  we  came  within  half  a 
mile  of  the  locale  we  had  selected, 
we  stopped  and  set  up  microphones 
and  a loudspeaker  in  front  of  the 
jeep.  Such  equipment  is  always 
helpful  in  attracting  the  attention 
of  people,  in  preaching  missions,  in 
directing  processions,  and  the  like. 

As  we  drew  near,  a recorded 
hymn  was  played,  and  then  an  Our 
Father  and  Hail  Mary  was  recited 
in  Spanish.  Faces  began  to  appear 
at  windows,  and  before  long,  chil- 


dren and  adults  came  from  all  di- 
rections to  satisfy  their  curiosity. 

When  a good  crowd  had  gath- 
ered, we  taught  them  the  chorus  of 
a popular  hymn,  and  before  long 
all  were  happily  singing.  Music 
seems  to  be  in  them  by  nature. 
Then  a procession  was  formed  and 
the  Rosary  started. 

A halt  was  called  four  times  so 
that  we  could  give  them  a brief  in- 
struction explaining  the  fundamen- 
tal truths  of  Catholic  doctrine.  This 
solved  the  problem  of  preaching 
just  one  long  sermon  which  might 
have  lost  us  their  attention.  The 
hymns  chosen  were  selected  with  a 
view  to  implementing  our  words. 

After  parading  around  for  a 
while  we  returned  to  a square 
where  an  outside  altar  had  been  set 
up.  Here  we  gave  them  a short  in- 
struction on  Confession  and  Com- 
munion. Of  those  who  presented 
themselves  to  receive  these  two 
sacraments,  only  nineteen  were 
found  to  be  sufficiently  grounded  in 
their  religion  to  do  so. 

During  the  Mass  which  ended 
our  visit,  people  alternately  sang 
hymns  and  listened  to  talks  by  a 
Catechist.  Sixteen  received  their 
first  Holy  Communion! 

After  Mass  we  gave  holy  pictures 
to  all  present  and  then  bade  them 
goodbye.  These  Haitians  are  very 
emotional  and  many  had  tears  in 
their  eyes  as  they  made  us  promise 
over  and  over  again  that  we  would 
return  as  soon  as  possible. 

We  shall  return,  and,  by  God’s 
grace,  make  the  hope  of  a new  day 
become  a reality  for  these  souls 
which  are  so  near  and  yet  so  far 
from  being  the  exemplary  Catho- 
lics they  could  be.  Remember  them, 
you  favoured  children  of  the 
Church  in  Canada! 
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IN  THANKSGIVING 
FOR  FAVOURS  RECEIVED 

To  Our  Lady  and  St.  Joseph  — C.V.,  Alberta 
To  St.  Anthony  and  St.  Jude  — R.O’B. 

- - REQUIESCANT  IN  PACE  - - 

Sr.  Mary  of  St.  Magdalen  (Josephine  Cain) , Toronto 
Sr.  Mary  of  Victory  (Cullen) , Toronto 
Mr.  Lewis  Griffin,  Toronto 
Miss  Nora  McQuaid,  Stratford,  Ontario 
Mrs.  James  Corrigan,  Brechin,  Ont. 

Mrs.  R.  J.  McCauley,  Montreal 
Mr.  Frank  Gallant,  Winnipeg,  Man. 

Mrs.  Catherine  Vos,  Strome,  Alberta 


WHERE  THERE’S  A WILL  THERE’S  A WAY 

to  help  your  missionaries.  When  you  include  us  under  the  terms  of  your  will, 
remember  our  legal  title  is 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

NOTICE  TO  TEACHERS 

Book  covers  are  again  available  for  student  text  books.  They  may  be  obtained 
from  the  Promotion  Department,  60  Crescent  Road,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 

Only  orders  coming  from  teachers  will  be  considered. 

St.  Anne's  school  children,  Victoria,  B.C. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


“My  husband  has  a terrible  delusion, 
Doctor,”  reported  the  woman.  “He  keeps 
thinking  he’s  a refrigerator.” 

“Well,”  consoled  the  psychiatrist,  “it 
could  be  worse.  A fairly  harmless  delu- 
sion, I would  say.” 

“It’s  not  the  delusion  I mind,”  sighed 
the  woman.  “It’s  just  that  when  he  sleeps 
with  his  mouth  open  the  little  light  keeps 
me  awake.” 

★ 

The  wary  driver  manoeuvered  carefully 
past  a young  lady  who  was  parking  in  a 
tight  place.  Suddenly  her  car  darted  for- 
ward and  crashed  into  the  side  of  his 
convertible.  Before  he  could  utter  a word 
of  protest,  she  cried  out  in  exasperation: 
“You  could  tell  I was  going  to  do  some- 
thing stupid!  Why  didn’t  you  wait  to  see 
what  it  was?” 

★ 

An  American  official  in  Tokyo  had 
occasion  to  write  to  a Japanese  business- 
man there.  Thinking  to  give  his  letter  the 
flowery  Oriental  touch  that  would  make 
for  good  public  relations,  he  closed  with, 
“May  Heaven  preserve  you  always.” 

To  the  delight  of  the  official’s  staff, 
the  Japanese  gentleman  responded  with, 
“And  may  Heaven  pickle  you,  too.” 

★ 

School  days  are  the  happiest  days  of 
your  life  — providing,  of  course,  your 
youngsters  are  old  enough  to  go. 

★ 

One  reason  so  many  children  are  seen 
on  the  streets  at  night  is  that  they’re 
afraid  to  stay  home  alone. 


Mother,  armed  with  washrag,  was  ad- 
vancing on  her  three-year-old  daughter, 
busily  engaged  with  an  ice  cream  cone. 
“Mommy!”  protested  the  child,  “don’t 
wash  my  face  now — I’m  using  it!” 

★ 

A doctor  in  Lima,  Ohio,  still  hasn’t 
gotten  over  his  indignation.  In  a burst  of 
frankness,  he  told  a patient,  “To  be  can- 
did with  you,  I’m  having  a great  deal  of 
difficulty  diagnosing  your  ailment.  Maybe 
it’s  too  much  liquor.” 

“That’s  all  right,  Doc,”  said  the  man. 
“You  can  take  another  crack  at  it  to- 
morrow when  you’re  sober.” 

★ 

“Jerry,”  said  the  parson,  by  way  of 
conversation  with  the  small  boy,  “if  your 
mother  gave  you  a big  apple  and  told 
you  to  give  one  to  your  brother,  which 
would  you  give  him?” 

“My  little  brother,”  asked  Jerry,  “or 
my  big  brother?” 

A visitor  at  the  West  Point  campus 
was  studying  a battle  monument.  It 
struck  him  that  all  of  the  names  engraved 
on  the  base  were  those  of  Union  Army 
officers.  “I  beg  your  pardon,”  he  called  to 
a passing  cadet,  “but  can  you  tell  me 
what  monument  this  is?” 

“Suh,”  drawled  the  cadet,  “that’s  a tri- 
bute to  the  marksmanship  of  the 
Confederacy.” 

Betty  had  a dime  to  invest  in  ice 
cream.  The  minister  suggeted  she  give  the 
money  to  the  missions,  instead. 

“I  thought  about  that,”  said  Betty,  “but 
I think  I’ll  buy  the  ice  cream  and  let  the 
druggist  give  it  to  the  missions.” 


On  the  first  day  of  school  the  teacher  explained  that  if 
anyone  had  to  go  to  the  washroom,  he  should  hold  up  two 
fingers. 

One  puzzled  little  boy  plaintively  asked:  “How’s  that 
going  to  help?” 
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At  ten  o’clock  in  the  morning  of  July  the  8th,  1952, 
when  I looked  out  of  my  window  at  the  Catholic 
Mission  in  Lishui,  I saw  approximately  twenty  armed 
soldiers  from  the  Public  Security  Bureau.  One  of  the 
men,  an  officer,  came  to  my  room  and  asked  my  name. 
I told  him  and  then  he  requested  me  to  follow  him  out- 
side and  wait  there.  Sister  Mary  Angela  and  Father  Mac- 
intosh were  already  standing  there  when  I came  out.  The 
officer  told  one  of  the  guards  to  take  Sister  Mary  Angela 
and  Father  Macintosh  upstairs.  When  they  had  left  he 
drew  out  of  his  pocket  a warrant  for  my  arrest  and  read 
it  aloud  to  me. 

“You,  Father  Venadam,”  he  began,  in  Chinese, 
“Vicar-General  of  the  Diocese  of  Lishui,  because  of  your 
many  crimes  against  the  Government  and  the  people  are 
now  being  arrested  by  order  of  the  People’s 
Government.” 

He  then  asked  me  if  I understood  what  he  had  read. 
I said  yes.  Immediately  handcuffs  were  snapped  on  and  I 
was  marched  through  the  streets  of  the  town  escorted  by 
some  twenty  military  guards.  As  I went  through  the 
streets,  people  were  most  sympathetic  and  murmured 
“Poor  Father  Venadam,  how  pitiful!”  and  so  on.  Finally 
I found  myself  at  the  jail  door.  I was  led  in  and  thrown 
into  a cell.  In  the  cell  there  were  “spy  prisoners”,  planted 
there  by  the  Communist  authorities  to  report  anything  I 
might  say. 


My  Crimes  Are  Listed 

Since  they  never  call  one  by  name,  they  gave  me  a number.  Practically 
every  night,  for  almost  six  months,  I was  summoned  from  sleep,  handcuffed 
and  marched  under  military  escort  before  a full-dress  court.  These  sessions 
of  accusations  and  interrogations  would  last  three,  four  and  five  hours  — 
during  which  I was  made  to  sit  on  a chair,  stand,  or  sit  on  the  floor.  At 
each  such  session  there  was  the  presiding  judge,  flanked  by  two  other 
judges.  Also  two  secretaries  were  present  and  sometimes  several  interpreters 
in  case  they  were  needed.  The  same  admonition  was  repeated  over  and 
over  again.  “Admit  your  crimes  and  you  will  be  set  free.”  Some  of  the 
weirdest  charges  were  hurled  at  me.  For  instance,  they  claimed  that  during 
the  Sino-Japanese  War  I had  not  returned  to  Canada,  but  had  remained  in 
China  in  order  to  help  the  American  and  British  forces!  The  fact  that  these 
forces  were  fighting  for  China  against  the  Japanese  was  completely  ignored. 
My  accusers  maintained  those  Allies  were  there  during  the  war  to  stir  up  the 
people  against  the  Reds  and  that  I had  remained  in  China  for  that  purpose 
and  was  therefore  an  “anti-revolutionary  element.” 

They  also  charged  that  after  the  War  ended  in  1945,  before  the 
American  and  British  forces  had  left  they  had  appointed  me  to  continue 
their  military  work,  and  had  given  me  all  sorts  of  radios,  transmitters,  gen- 
erators, guns  and  ammunition,  etc. 

Another  accusation  was  that  I had  sent  out  all  sorts  of  secret  informa- 
tion to  the  British  and  American  Governments,  and  elsewhere*  arranging  to 
have  these  letters  carried  by  special  messengers  among  whom  were  sup- 
posed to  be  Father  McKernan  and  Father  McGoey,  and  a French  priest  in 
Wenchow,  Chekiang.  They  even  had  as  one  of  my  “contacts”  the  French 
Bishop  of  Tientsin  in  North  China.  Even  my  relatives  and  friends  in 
Canada  were  included!  There  was  still  more  — had  I not  hired  and  bribed 
many  young  men  to  contact  the  “Whites”  (Nationalists)  in  the  mountains, 
hills  and  elsewhere?  Had  I not  been  financing  this  campaign  with  foreign 
money  in  an  effort  to  overthrow  the  Government?  Did  I not  send  trans- 
lators, cooks,  and  others  into  the  employ  of  the  British  and  American 
forces  that  they  might  be  of  assistance  to  the  Americans  and  British  in  their 
anti-revolutionary  activities? 

Since  I denied  all  these  accusations,  people  were  forced  to  come  in 
court  to  denounce  me.  These  poor  peasants,  knowing  these  accusations  to 
be  false  and  not  wanting  to  bear  false  witness,  stood  there  crying. 

One  man  in  particular  was  forced  to  travel  by  sampan  about  forty 
miles  up  river  to  denounce  me  as  an  anti-revolutionist.  But  when  his  turn 
came  to  speak  he  upbraided  the  court,  telling  everyone  that  I was  not  an 
anti-revolutionist,  and  that  the  whole  farce  was  false.  He  was  ordered  to  sit 
down  and  shut  up! 

There  were  others  who  did  not  appear  personally  in  court,  but  were 
forced  to  send  in  statements  accusing  me. 

The  Legion  of  Mary  which  I had  established  in  the  parish  was  branded 
as  anti-revolutionary,  and  my  forming  such  an  organization  a crime 
against  the  state. 

They  went  on  to  say  the  Legion  was  bad  enough,  but  that  the  Society 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  which  I had  established  for  the  young  people 
of  the  parish  was  worse,  since  its  objective  was  to  train  young  people  in 
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anti-  revolutionary  activities.  (My  reason  for  establishing  this  Society  was 
to  prevent  young  people  from  attending  Communist  meetings  and  activities 
of  any  kind,  and  thereby  protect  their  Faith). 

They  accused  me  of  preaching  in  the  Cathedral  and  elsewhere,  before 
the  “Liberation”,  for  the  purpose  of  arousing  the  people  against  them. 
(What  I had  done  was  to  warn  the  people  against  Communism  and  urge 
them  to  remain  firm  in  their  Faith.)  They  said,  too,  that  I had  forbidden 
Catholics  to  attend  Communist  meetings,  etc.,  and  also  warned  them  against 
marrying  Communists.  (This,  of  course,  I had  done).  Another  indictment 
was  that  I had  threatened  to  refuse  the  Sacraments  to  Christians  if  they 
participated  in  Communistic  activities. 

The  list  of  my  “crimes”  seemed  endless.  They  began  to  accuse  me  of 
having  said,  at  the  time  of  dividing  up  the  land,  that  all  these  people  who 
owned  lands  or  fields  had  certainly  not  acquired  them  dishonestly  — at 
least  the  majority  of  them  had  not,  so  the  Government  should  remunerate 
them  for  the  land  it  was  taking  from  them.  Had  I not  called  the  land- 
division  scheme  a “bandit”  way  of  doing  things  and  therefore  implied  the 
Government  was  a “bandit  government”?  This  criticism  was  considered  a 
very  serious  crime.  I admitted  I had  made  this  observation  and  was  in  no 
way  sorry  for  having  done  so. 

Besides  my  own  offenses,  they  wanted  me  to  tell  of  the  crimes  others 
had  committed,  and  began  by  asking  me  what  I knew  about  the  head  of 
the  Diocese,  Bishop  Turner.  When  I told  them  the  Bishop  had  done 
nothing  wrong,  that  all  he  did  was  to  look  after  his  diocese,  nothing  more, 
they  called  me  a liar,  saying  that  since  I was  his  Vicar-General,  I must 
know  of  his  evil  doings,  and  might  as  well  confess  to  them  as  well  as  my 
own. 

For  six  months,  while  in  Lishui  provincial  jail,  they  continually  kept 
asking  about  the  Bishop.  I protested  there  was  nothing  I could  say  about 
him,  and  they  could  question  him  about  things.  They  told  me  the  Bishop 
was  a liar  like  myself,  and  he  would  not  confess  his  “crimes”  either.  (At 
this  time  the  Bishop  was  under  house  arrest.) 

I had  to  account  for  every  priest  who  had  been  in  the  diocese  from 
the  time  I arrived  in  China  in  1931,  and  write  a short  history  of  each, 
about  35  in  all  — the  Chinese  as  well  as  the  Canadian  priests. 

Communist  Techniques 

Father  Sharkey  was  also  the  object  of  a searching  examination.  They 
insisted  Father  Sharkey  had  come  to  China  as  a delegate  of  the  Superior 
General  of  the  Society  (which  was  indeed  the  case)  and  had  gone  first  to 
Washington  and  then  to  Japan  to  meet  military  authorities.  He  had  come 
to  Lishui  to  confer  with  us,  look  over  the  situation,  and  then  report  back 
to  the  American  Military  Headquarters.  They  knew  I had  called  all  the 
priests  of  the  prefecture  for  a meeting  at  Lishui.  They  asked  me  what  had 
been  discussed  at  this  meeting.  I replied  that  it  concerned  Society  matters, 
but  they  told  me  I was  lying;  it  was  not  about  the  Society,  but  about 
military  and  anti-Communist  plans  by  which  we  could  best  fight  Commun- 
ists in  China.  They  asked  me  if  I had  the  minutes  of  that  meeting.  I replied 
no.  When  they  said  they  always  kept  minutes  of  their  meetings,  I stated  that 
as  the  meeting  did  not  concern  the  prefecture,  but  the  Society,  Father 
Sharkey  had  taken  the  minutes  to  the  Superior-General.  They  said  this  was 
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a lie  as  there  were  people  who  had  listened  to  all  our  deliberations  and  it 
was  reported  that  Father  Sharkey  was  there  simply  for  military  purposes. 
They  asked  me  if  Father  Sharkey  had  given  me  anything  in  the  line  of 
radios,  transmitter  sets,  etc.  I said  no.  They  insisted  that  he  had  a set  and 
he  had  given  it  to  me.  I then  explained  that  Father  Sharkey’s  hearing  was 
not  very  good  and  that  he  was  “wired  for  sound”  and  kept  an  apparatus  in 
his  vest  pocket  and  an  ear-phone  to  his  ear.  They  were  not  satisfied  with 
that  explanation,  however,  for  they  thought  his  hearing-aid  was  some  sort 
of  wireless  device. 

Then  came  an  interrogation  about  the  priests  and  Sisters  in  Wenchow. 
Sister  Madeline  Stewart  and  two  Polish  Fathers  were  often  referred  to. 

Did  not  the  three  of  them  leave  Wenchow  during  the  War  and  call  at  the 
mission  in  Lungchan  where  the  four  of  us  held  a behind-the-door  meeting? 
After  this  meeting  had  they  not  gone  on  towards  Western  China,  into  India 
and  back  to  America?  (All  of  this  was  true  except  for  the  meeting).  What 
information  had  I given  them  to  be  passed  on  to  the  American  Govern-  ' 

ment?  Did  I not  send  girls  to  school  as  spies  in  Kashing?  Had  I not  given  j 

vital  information  to  the  American  military  forces  and  allowed  them  to 
occupy  the  Catholic  Missions?  I wondered  to  myself  how  torturously  long 
they  would  continue  to  cook  up  such  allegations.  For  six  months,  while  I 
was  in  the  Lishui  jail,  they  continued.  Every  night  and  any  hour  of  the 
night  they  would  come  in,  wake  me  up,  handcuff  me,  and  with  four  guards 
haul  me  before  the  military  court. 

God  Doesn’t  Know,  But  Communists  Do! 

Early  in  the  morning  of  January  2,  1953,  the  warden  came  in,  woke 
me  up  and  ordered  me  to  make  up  my  bed  roll.  I was  then  taken  to  the 
front  door  of  the  jail  where  two  officers  and  a guard  were  waiting  for  me. 

We  started  for  the  bus  station,  but  I couldn’t  make  it.  After  a few  painful 
steps  I found  myself  too  weak  to  proceed  further;  whereupon  an  officer 
told  me  to  drop  my  bed  roll  and  sit  on  it  while  some  of  the  party  went 
ahead  to  the  station.  One  fellow  returned  and  requested  the  warden  to 
carry  the  bed  roll  as  I was  in  no  condition  to  do  so  myself.  We  came  a little 
distance  from  the  station  when  an  officer  reprimanded  the  warden  for  help- 
ing me,  saying  that  I was  a foreign  criminal  and  should  carry  my  own 
belongings. 

I was  then  locked  in  the  back  of  a truck  with  the  guards.  An  officer 
sat  with  the  driver  and  we  started  off.  We  arrived  in  Kinhwa,  and  there 
they  put  me  into  a rickshaw  to  go  to  the  railway  station.  There  we  boarded 
a train  and  arrived  in  the  capital  city  of  the  Province,  Hangchow,  at  eight 
p.m.  They  took  me  to  the  law  court  and  I was  met  there  by  two  officers 
who  told  me  to  come  along  with  them  to  the  Provincial  prison. 

(When  they  were  taking  me  away  from  the  Lishui  jail,  they  told  me 
that  since  I kept  on  repeating  the  same  lies  and  was  not  honest  with  them, 
they  could  not  do  anything  about  me  there,  and  were  therefore  sending  me 
to  the  High  Court  of  the  province  in  the  city  of  Hangchow.) 

I was  taken  to  a bare  room.  There  was  some  straw  for  me  to  sleep  on 
if  I wished.  They  told  me  that  they  would  leave  me  here  for  a month  to 
meditate  on  my  crimes  and  on  everything  I had  done  against  them  during 
my  24  years  in  China;  that  the  Government  knew  of  all  my  crimes  and 
therefore  I could  not  hide  anything,  but  that  I had  to  confess  them  myself. 

I lay  down  on  the  straw,  exhausted  and  feverish,  and  fell  into  restless 
slumber. 
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At  the  end  of  the  month,  I was  called  before  a court  session  where 
they  reiterated  all  the  accusations  that  had  been  hurled  at  me  in  Lishui. 
Again  I denied  them  all,  but  they  kept  on  repeating  the  same  accusations 
day  after  day.  After  a time  they  changed  me  into  another  cell  and  con- 
tinued to  come  in  every  day,  two,  or  three,  or  four  of  them,  and  all  took 
their  turns  quizzing  me.  Before  every  court  session  they  always  asked  if  I 
had  thought  of  any  other  crimes  to  confess.  They  kept  on  reminding  me, 
“there  are  two  roads  — the  road  to  life  and  the  road  to  death”.  This  was 
regularly  and  monotonously  repeated  before  every  court  session  in  an 
attempt  to  make  me  admit  the  accusations;  for  they  warned,  “If  you  don’t 
confess  your  crimes  and  your  offences  against  the  Government,  you  will 
die.  If  you  confess  your  crimes,  you  will  be  set  free.” 

One  judge  said  to  me:  “In  the  Catholic  Church  you  have  Confessions. 
We  know  that.  You  go  before  a priest  and  you  tell  your  sins  to  the  priest. 
This,  however,  is  a little  bit  different,  but  if  you  confess  well  before  the 
Government,  there  is  no  doubt  your  God  will  be  satisfied  too.  Your  God  is 
not  very  clear.  He  does  not  know  everything.  He  is  very  foggy.  But  the 
Government  can  find  out  everything.  It  knows  everything.  It  has  investi- 
gated over  a period  of  years  and  knows  everything  of  the  crimes  .you  have 
committed.”  They  repeated  that  same  line  of  talk  nearly  every  day. 

After  another  month  they  moved  me  to  a dark  and  damp  room. 
Because  of  the  dampness,  I became  ill  with  a cold.  I told  the  guard  I did 
not  feel  well,  so  he  summoned  a nurse.  She  told  me  not  to  be  afraid,  that 
she  would  look  after  me.  She  thought  the  room  was  too  damp.  She  was 
very  kind  to  me.  It  was  through  her  intercession  that  I was  moved  to 
another  room.  This  room  was  bare  except  for  some  straw  to  sit  on.  There 
was  a window  but  it  was  covered  over,  so  that  I could  not  see  anything.  I 
had  to  sit  on  boards  all  day,  not  being  permitted  to  rest  against  anything. 
I was  not  allowed  to  move  even  a finger  without  first  asking  permission 
from  the  guard  stationed  at  the  door.  They  kept  me  in  that  room  until  my 
expulsion  on  May  15,  1954. 

During  my  imprisonment  I was  interrogated  by  four  men.  One  would 
keep  at  me  every  day  and  when  he  did  not  meet  with  any  success,  another 
would  come  to  take  his  place,  but  there  was  always  two  or  three  of  them  in 
the  cell  during  these  interrogations  because  they  did  not  trust  even  their 
party  members,  or  each  other  for  that  matter. 


“One  of  You  Shall  Betray  Me.” 

In  this  foursome  was  a man  whom  I had  hired  as  a school  teacher  in 
Lishui.  While  in  this  position  he  decided  to  study  Catholic  doctrine.  He 
got  to  know  it  very  well  and  asked  to  be  baptized.  I refused  because  I had 
heard  he  was  sympathetic  towards  the  Communists;  so  I put  him  off.  After 
some  time  he  came  back  again  asking  for  baptism  and  I still  refused.  The 
third  time  he  made  his  request  I gave  him  the  reason  for  my  refusal.  I 
told  him  I had  heard  he  was  a Communist  and  a person  could  not  be  a 
Communist  and  a Catholic  at  the  same  time.  He  denied  being  a Communist 
and  insisted  he  still  wanted  to  be  a Catholic.  As  I had  no  certain  proof  he 
wasn’t  telling  the  truth,  I continued  to  instruct  him  further  and  finally 
baptized  him.  When  the  Communists  came  to  Lishui  in  the  Spring  of  1949, 
this  Judas  came  out  in  the  open;  he  was  appointed  to  the  Public  Security 
Bureau  and  appeared  as  one  of  my  cruellest  accusers. 
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This  apostate  tried  often  to  trick  me  during  the  court  sessions  by 
using  words  in  the  “Common  Language”  instead  of  in  the  Lishui  dialect. 
I would  hold  him  up  on  it.  He  lost  all  control  of  his  temper  finally  and  told 
me  not  to  look  at  him  while  speaking  but  to  keep  my  eyes  fixed  on  the 
floor.  At  this  point  his  co-questioner,  who  was  witnessing  the  outburst,  took 
this  renegade  out  of  the  room.  He  returned  later  to  say  that  from  now  on 
he  himself,  and  not  the  “teacher”  would  be  my  interrogator  and  that  I 
would  not  be  berated  or  cursed  any  more.  “It  is  not  our  way  to  force 
anybody  to  do  anything;”  he  said,  “that  would  be  wrong  and  we  could  be 
punished  ourselves  for  it.  In  China,  everybody  is  free,  so  I cannot  force 
you,  but  the  confessing  of  your  crimes  must  be  spontaneous.” 

Every  morning  he  would  come  in  and  ask  about  my  health.  I told  him 
my  feet  were  swollen  with  beri-beri.  This  is  a disease  which  causes  swelling 
of  the  feet  and  loss  of  all  feeling  in  them.  He  told  me  it  didn’t  matter.  I 
said  my  eyesight  had  been  diminishing  for  the  past  year  and  I was  afraid 
of  going  blind.  “When  you  have  your  glasses  changed,”  he  replied,  “it  will 
be  alright.”  But  always  he  came  back  to  the  same  quizzing  — have  you  any 
supplementary  crimes  to  confess?  If  you  have,  now  is  the  time  to  do  so. 
When  I replied  no,  he  would  continue  talking  in  a general  manner,  about 
anything  and  everything,  going  round  and  round,  trying  to  trick  me  into 
unconsciously  admitting  something.  Since  he  spoke  English  very  well  the 
ordeal  was  all  the  worse. 

He  did  this,  too,  nearly  every  day  at  all  private  court  sessions  which 
would  last  sometimes  two  or  three  hours,  sometimes  more.  But  always  I 
was  handcuffed. 

As  I said  before,  they  never  call  anybody  by  name  at  any  time  (except 
in  court,  when  they  used  your  full  name);  it  was  always  by  number.  Before 
taking  me  out  of  my  room,  the  courtyard  was  always  cleared  of  peop’e 
since  they  didn’t  want  anybody  to  see  or  know  I was  in  jail.  The  courtyard 
was  also  a place  where  the  prisoners  went  through  a daily  brain-washing. 
There  were,  of  course,  many  Catholics  among  them  including  priests  and 
seminarians,  and  the  authorities  did  not  want  to  risk  my  making  any 
contacts.  During  my  imprisonment,  by  watching  the  actions  of  prisoners 
who  brought  me  my  food,  and  by  listening  to  the  singing  outside  my 
window,  I figured  that  there  were  at  least  six  Chinese  priests  held  in  this 
prison  besides  myself  — maybe  more. 

One  reason  they  did  not  want  anyone  to  know  you  were  in  jail  was 
that  you  might  have  friends  in  there.  If  the  prisoner  knew  he  had  such  a 
friend  that  might  influence  his  replies  to  their  questions.  However,  they 
always  told  me  that  I had  many  friends  in  jail!  You  figure  it  out! 

Medicine  and  Malice 

Once  when  I was  called  out  for  a court  session,  I asked  to  sit  down 
because  my  feet  were  swollen  badly.  As  I rose,  I fell  down  and  had  to  be 
helped  back  to  my  cell.  They  then  sent  a nurse  to  me.  She  was  very  un- 
sympathetic and  told  me  to  rub  iodine  on  my  swollen  feet  and  it  would 
help.  She  threw  some  pills  on  the  filthy  floor.  I told  her  that  I would  not 
take  them  as  the  floor  was  very  dirty.  I also  told  her  she  did  not  know  very 
much  about  her  work  as  everybody  knew  you  never  rubbed  iodine  on.  I 
told  the  guard  that  I would  like  to  see  the  warden.  When  he  came,  I 
reported  what  the  nurse  had  done  and  that  she  had  treated  me  like  a dog. 
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egarding  catholigs,  it  is  practically  impossible 
to  gain  them  and  to  make  them  follow  us.  Each  one  is 
like  an  organization  in  himself;  each  one  is  a fortress 
defended.  They  don’t  know  fear;  they  are  not  afraid 
of  sacrifice;  they  are  masters  of  themselves,  constant 
and  courageous.  If  by  chance,  we  gain  one  of  them  to 
our  ideas,  it  is  an  immense  victory  and  close  to  a thing 
not  to  be  hoped  for.  To  conquer  them  it  is  no  use  to 
attempt  to  use  force;  it  is  far  better  to  try  graciousness. 
But  if  they  remain  free  and  in  control  of  their  faculties, 
it  is  useless;  for  no  matter  what  you  do  it  will 
accomplish  nothing.  There  is  a little  more  hope  where 
the  Faith  has  been  received  by  birth  from  the  parents 
and  is  now  lived  in  more  or  less  a mechanical  manner. 

. . . Regarding  the  others  who  live  their  Faith  in 
reality,  then*  is  practically  nothing  that  can  be  done.” 


In  their  attempts  to  win  the  world,  the  Communists 
are  finding  some  of  their  greatest  opposition  in 
people  who  are  grounded  in  their  faith.  This 
quotation,  for  instance,  is  from  a lecture  to  Com- 
munists given  by  a Red  Chinese  political  instructor. 


MISSIONS 


He  agreed  that  this  was  wrong.  I never  saw  much  of  that  nurse  again  until 
I passed  her  at  the  door  on  the  day  I was  released. 

The  guards  were  changed  regularly  to  prevent  them  from  getting 
friendly  with  me.  Some  of  them  were  quite  human,  but  others  were  real 
demons.  However,  no  one  dared  show  any  sympathy  at  all  for  fear  of 
getting  into  trouble  and  coming  under  suspicion.  There  was  one  man  in 
particular  who  was  a real  demon.  He  was  about  20  years  old.  Opening  the 
door  of  my  cell  he  said  to  me,  “What  is  your  name?”  I told  him.  Then  he 
asked  “Where  do  you  come  from?”  I told  him  Lishui.  He  qsked,  “What 
are  you  doing  here?”  I replied  “You  ask  the  government;  I don’t  know 
why  I was  put  in  here.”  “You  are  writing  very  much  every  day,  pages  and 
pages,  what  are  you  writing?”  he  asked.  I replied  that  I had  been  com- 
manded to  write  on  Father  McKernan  and  the  Catholic  Welfare  organiza- 
tion in  Shanghai. 

“What  do  you  call  this?”  he  said,  pointing  to  his  gun.  I said  it  was  a 
gun.  “What  is  it  for?”  I replied,  “Guns  are  for  shooting  birds.”  “No,”  he 
answered,  “they  are  for  shooting  American  devils  in  Korea.”  He  pointed  to 
his  bayonet.  I said  it  was  for  cutting  meat.  “No,  it  is  for  ripping  open 
American  devils  in  Korea.”  I replied,  “I  am  not  an  American,  I am  a 
Canadian.”  He  answered  that  it  was  the  same  as  they  are  all  imperialists 
and  capitalists. 

How  did  I keep  track  of  the  days  and  weeks?  On  one  side  of  the 
room  there  were  wooden  boards,  and  I numbered  them  up  to  12.  I used  to 
put  a small  piece  of  paper  under  No.  1 for  Sunday,  and  moved  it  the  next 
day  to  No.  2 for  Monday  and  so  on.  And  for  the  dates  I did  the  same. 
Every  day  I moved  this  little  piece  of  paper. 

One  day  an  officer  came  in  and  asked  me  to  write  but  more  crimes. 
After  I finished  I asked  him,  “Shall  I put  the  date  down?”  He  replied  “You 
don’t  know  the  date.”  I said  “Yes,  it  is  the  15th  of  April.”  He  was  very 
perturbed  and  wanted  to  know  if  the  guards  had  given  me  the  information. 
I told  him  nobody  gave  me  the  information,  that  nobody  talked  to  me 
but  that  I had  worked  out  a cycle.  “Come  to  me  in  ten  years,”  I said,  “and 
I will  give  you  the  right  date,  but  you  could  not  understand  it  because  I 
would  have  to  explain  it  in  Latin!”  He  didn’t  believe  me  and  was  still  sure 
somebody  was  giving  me  the  information. 

A Brush  With  Death 

In  February,  1954,  because  of  the  bad  food  — rice  three  times  a day, 
with  a bit  of  vegetables  and  a lot  of  salt  in  the  water  — I could  not  eat 
any  more,  and  after  a time  my  physical  condition  really  became  run-down 
and  I suffered  weak  spells  quite  often.  One  day  I fainted  and  the  bowl  of 
food  I had  in  my  hands  dropped  to  the  ground.  Two  or  three  officers  came 
in  and  asked  how  I felt.  I told  them  I had  not  been  feeling  well  for  a long 
time  and  I could  not  eat  the  food  any  more.  A doctor  was  summoned  to 
come  and  examine  me.  I heard  him  talking  to  the  officers  telling  them  I 
was  in  very  bad  shape,  practically  nothing  but  skin  and  bones.  He  warned 
that  I might  just  peg  out  in  one  of  those  fainting  spells. 

They  began  to  feed  me  better.  In  the  morning  I was  given  rice 
porridge  with  salted  eggs.  At  noon,  chicken  and  rice,  and  at  night,  duck. 
For  six  weeks  they  fed  me  like  this.  There  were  two  reasons  for  doing  so. 
Although  they  did  not  want  you  to  get  fat,  neither  did  they  want  you 
to  die  on  their  hands.  This  would  give  a bad  impression,  because  they 
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always  claimed  to  look  after  a prisoner’s  welfare.  Secondly,  on  leaving 
jail,  they  wanted  you  to  look  pretty  good,  so  that  when  you  met  your 
friends  they  would  say,  “What,  have  you  been  in  jail?  You  look  so  well, 
they  must  have  fed  you  very  well  in  there!  The  Communists  can’t  be  so 
bad  after  all!” 

One  day  they  came  in  with  a mirror  and  said  to  me,  “You  have  not 
seen  yourself  in  a long  time,  over  20  months.”  After  gazing  at  myself  a 
moment  they  told  me,  “If  you  had  seen  yourself  six  months  ago,  you 
would  have  been  frightened.  You  would  really  have  been  afraid  of 
yourself.” 

Expulsion  in  “Disgrace”! 

On  May  12th,  two  officers  came  in  and  one  said,  “We  want  you  to 
write  once  again  all  you  know  of  Father  McKernan  and  the  Catholic 
Welfare  in  Shanghai.”  I wrote.  He  came  back  the  next  day  and  said  to  me, 
“Is  what  you  wrote  about  Father  McKernan  and  the  Catholic  Welfare 
true?”  “All  true,”  I said.  “There  was  nothing  wrong  in  what  Catholic 
Welfare  did.  They  were  helping  the  people  and  so  was  Father  McKernan. 
They  did  nothing  against  the  Government  or  against  the  country  or  against 
the  Communists.” 

On  the  13th  of  May  in  the  afternoon,  I was  taken  into  another  room, 
where  there  was  a table  and  chair,  and  told,  “This  is  your  last  confession; 
you  have  written  many  confessions  in  the  last  22  months.  Now  this  is  your 
last  one  and  we  are  going  to  judge  you  on  it.  The  time  for  you  is  near  at 
hand.  Either  the  road  to  life  or  the  road  to  death.  Write  well  and  think 
well.”  One  of  the  officers  told  me  what  to  write;  in  other  words,  he  was 
confessing  for  me.  I wrote  from  3 o’clock  in  the  afternoon  until  10  that 
night.  I had  supper  in  that  room.  Having  finished  writing,  I was  called  to 
another  room  and  told  to  read  all  I had  written.  There  was  nobody  in  the 
room.  There  may  have  been  a recording  machine,  I do  not  know.  But 
here  I was  “confessing”  for  the  last  time,  and  reading  out  all  the  accusa- 
tions they  had  made  up  for  me  to  write  during  the  previous  hours.  They 
then  took  me  back  to  my  cell. 

On  the  14th  of  May  nothing  happened  except  that  the  warden  came  in 
to  ask  me  if  the  judge  had  told  me  anything  definite.  I told  him  it  was  just 
the  ordinary  every  day  business  of  answering  questions.  Nothing  new  had 
been  added. 

The  next  day,  May  15,  the  barber  was  sent  in  to  cut  my  hair  and  give 
me  a shave.  During  the  long  months  I had  grown  quite  a beard.  I knew 
then  something  was  going  to  happen  since  it  was  not  the  time  for  his 
usual  visit.  They  used  to  send  the  barber  in  once  a month.  He  was  also  a 
prisoner  of  the  Labour  Camp  and  a Catholic.  I was  wondering  if  they  were 
going  to  send  me  elsewhere,  to  another  jail,  perhaps.  After  the  barber,  the 
doctor  came.  He  gave  me  a long  examination  and  then  wrote  a complete 
report.  The  reason  for  this  was  that  if  sickness  befell  me  in  Canada  they 
could  say  that  I had  not  got  it  in  China,  as  I was  in  good  health  when  I 
left.  After  the  doctor,  the  nurse  came  in  with  a basin  of  hot  water  in 
which  I could  wash  my  feet.  She  then  brought  in  a pair  of  old  shoes.  (The 
few  clothes  I had  were  kept  from  me.) 

At  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  the  warden  came  in  and  told  me  to 
follow  him  to  the  court.  A red  flag  and  a big  photograph  of  Mao  hung  on 
the  wall.  There  was  a table  with  a couple  of  officials  standing  behind  it. 
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I was  told  to  stand  back  a little  and  two  of  the  soldiers  came  and  pointed 
their  guns  at  me.  Photographs  were  taken.  After  that  had  been  done,  the 
official  unrolled  a big  document  and  said,  “I  am  now  going  to  read  to  you 
all  of  your  crimes.”  It  started  off  with  “Father  Venadam,  Vicar-General  of 
Lishui,  in  China  24  years,  a native  of  Canada  and  a Catholic  priest, 
arrested  on  account  of  many  crimes  and  . . .”  Then  followed  the  enumer- 
ating of  all  my  crimes.  After  he  had  finished,  the  officer  asked  if  I under- 
stood everything.  I said  there  was  one  phrase  I could  not  quite  understand. 
“You  said  you  were  sending  me  back  to  Canada,”  I stated,  “but  the 
language  is  not  polite.”  “It  means,”  he  snapped,  “that  you  are  being  kicked 
out  of  the  country.”  “Oh,”  I said,  “thank  you  very  kindly.” 

I was  taken  back  to  the  cell  where  I gathered  the  few  things  I owned. 
Then  they  took  me  outside  and  put  me  into  a rickshaw  together  with  a 
guard.  An  officer  had  gone  ahead  to  the  railway  station  to  get  the  ticket. 
As  I was  leaving,  I said  goodbye  in  Chinese  and  thanked  them  for  every- 
thing. (The  expression  for  “goodbye”  means  “I’ll  see  you  again!”) 

At  6 p.m.  on  May  15,  I was  put  on  the  train  under  military  escort 
and  started  for  Canton.  I was  kept  locked  up  in  a compartment. 

After  42  hours,  we  arrived  at  noon  on  the  17th  of  May,  and  went  to 
a hotel.  That  night,  the  apostate  I spoke  about  earlier,  appeared.  “You  are 
going  home  now;”  he  said,  “ remember  that  the  Government  has  been  very 
kind  to  you,  very  polite,  and  has  treated  you  very  well.  In  fact,  you  have 
been  eating  better  food  than  us  in  the  last  six  weeks.  So  when  you  arrive 
in  Canada,  don’t  say  the  Government  is  no  good.  Speak  good  about  the 
Government;  don’t  say  anything  bad.”  This  was  the  last  lecture. 

At  the  border,  when  the  British  authorities  asked  for  any  identification 
before  letting  me  through,  I was  surprised  to  learn  that  Judas  had  my 
passport  in  his  pocket.  The  last  time  I had  seen  it  was  in  Lishui,  over  two 
years  ago  and  prior  to  my  arrest.  It  was  in  my  trunk  then.  The  British 
authorities  then  let  me  through  and  as  I looked  back  I saw  my  “old 
teacher”  watching  to  make  sure  that  I had  gone.  Then  he  turned  and 
went  away,  back  into  the  nightmare  of  murder  and  intrigue  that  is  China 
today. 

The  miserable  leaders  of  the  West  who  connived  at  China’s  undoing 
will  one  day  stand  before  the  bar  of  history  and  their  names  will  go  down 
in  ignominy  and  disgrace  for  their  share  in  handing  over  those  helpless 
millions  of  peaceful  peasants  into  the  hands  of  the  new  Imperialists,  mis- 
named Communists. 


AD  MULTOS  ANNOS 

The  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY  extends 
heartiest  congratulations  to  Most  Rev.  Malcolm  Angus  Mac- 
Eachern,  P.P.,  Mount  Carmel  Parish,  New  Waterford,  N.S.,  who 
has  been  named  by  the  Holy  See  to  the  vacant  Bishopric  of 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWERS 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  Girls  and  Boys, 

Now  that  we  are  starting  a New  Year  I want  to  wish  each  and  every 
one  of  you  all  the  blessings  of  God!  During  this  year  all  of  you  will  have 
birthdays,  all  of  you  will  become  a year  older,  a year  closer  to  having 
your  dreams  come  true.  Some  of  you  are  beginning  to  understand  that 
although  dreams  have  a rosy  hue  one  has  to  work  hard,  even  suffer  real 
disappointments,  before  they  turn  into  reality.  Everything  that  is  worth- 
while having  is  worthwhile  striving  for.  As  Junior  Missionaries 
you  need  just  look  at  our  patroness,  St.  Theresa,  to  realize  this.  Sure,  she’s 
in  heaven  now,  but  she  had  to  pray  much  and  work  hard  to  get  there. 

One  of  her  biggest  disappointments  was  that  she  couldn’t  go  away  to 
the  mission  fields.  She  had  such  a great  big  heartful  of  love  for  God  and 
His  children,  especially  the  pagan  children  who  didn’t  know  Him,  that 
she  wished  she  could  multiply  herself  ten  times  over  in  order  to  do  all  the 
things  she  wanted  to  do  for  God  and  souls.  But  she  didn’t  just  sit  down 
and  moon  over  it;  she  did  what  she  could  with  what  she  had.  And  God 
was  pleased  with  her. 

So,  my  little  ones,  remember  always  that  the  littlest  prayer  or  sacrifice, 
done  for  God , will  bring  you  closer  to  Him.  Let’s  all  get  real  close  this 

year. 

Father  Jim 
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Page  Twenty-Seven 


Junior  Missionaries 


r'pHERE  HE  GOES,  all  his  visits  made, 
all  his  presents  given!  Now  it’s  a 
new  year  starting  and  back  to  school 
you  go.  Did  you  have  a merry  Christ- 
mas, go  to  Holy  Communion  and 
pray,  thanking  God  for  all  the  toys 
and  gifts  you  received?  By  the  way,  I 
hope  no  one  had  too  much  of  a 
tummy-ache! 


Pictures  by  Malik,  Ottawa 


Page  Twenty  Eight 
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Goal  For  1955 


By  their  prayers  and  sacrifices  to  help  the 
Scarboro  Fathers  win  many  souls  who  will 
be  made  ready  to  receive  their  first  Holy 
Communion  on  the  beautiful  Night. 


Now,  what  about  your  resolutions 
for  1955?  Have  you  made  one?  Do 
you  think  you  will  keep  it?  May  I 
suggest  something  for  you  to  do  dur- 
ing the  coming  year?  It  is  this. 
Promise  that  you  will  think  of  God 
more  than  you  did  in  the  past.  That 
means  you  must  keep  remembering  all 
the  blessings  that  He  has  given  you, 
not  forgetting  any.  It  means  that  you 
will  try  to  please  Him  all  the  time  by 
loving  and  serving  Him,  and  helping 
others  — pagans,  for  example  — to 
do  so  too.  Will  you? 
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Page  Twenfy-Nine 


Most  Rev.  Cuthbert  O'Sara,  C.P.,  D.D.,  a 
native  of  Ottawa,  and  Bishop  of  Yuanling, 
China.  Under  the  Reds,  the  aging  Bishop 
became  a symbol  of  Christian  martyrdom, 
enduring  almost  unto  death  two  frightful 
years  of  torture  and  imprisonment.  His  re- 
cent visit  to  our  Seminary  was  an  inspiration 
to  all. 


His  Excellency,  Most  Rev.  Paul  Leonard 
Hagarty,  O.S.B.,  D.D.,  Vicar-Apostolic  of 

the  Bahamas  who  has  worked  there  for  the 
last  seventeen  years  and  was  appointed 
Vicar-Apostolic  in  1950. 

Two  of  our  priests,  John  McGoey,  S.F.M., 
and  Craig  Strang,  S.F.M.,  work  under  his 
Excellency  on  Harbour  Island  and  Eleuthera 
Island  respectively. 


FRIENDS  OF  SCARBORO 


"Y^/Te  were  honoured  also  by  a visit  to  our  seminary  of  Archbishop 
™ O’Sullivan  of  Kingston  and  Archbishop  Skinner  of  St.  John’s,  New- 
foundland. The  former  is  a member  of  our  Board  of  Directors  these  many 
years.  Seven  of  our  missionaries  come  from  his  Archdiocese,  while  eight 
are  from  that  of  Archbishop  Skinner.  Their  Excellencies  graciously 
granted  a holiday  to  our  students,  it  being  a time-honoured  tradition  that 
anytime  three  Bishops  visited  together  at  the  seminary  the  occasion  be 
thus  marked,  and  Bishop  Turner  completed  the  trio  that  day.  Accompany- 
ing the  Prelates  were  Father  Lynett,  of  Kingston,  and  Father  Randall 
Greene  of  St.  John’s,  pastor  of  one  of  our  students  ordained  last  December 
8th. 

The  photo,  taken  at  the  Seminary  entrance,  shows,  1.  to  r.:  Father 
Lynett,  Archbishop  O’Sullivan,  Archbishop  Skinner  and  Father  Greene. 
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WHEN  YOU  ARE  GONE,  you  who  in  life  enjoyed  the 
grace  and  consolation  of  the  Faith  and  knew  what  lies  be- 
yond the  tomb,  what  do  you  hope  will  be  the  thought  of 
those  remaining?  That  upon  your  grave  they  will  place  a 
stone  engraved  with  your  name?  That  is  comfort  only  for 
the  living.  Or  do  you  hope  they  will  remember  you  by 

earnest,  persevering  prayer  for  your  immortal  soul? 

In  the  chapel  of  our  Seminary  will  be  placed  the  Book  of 
Remembrance.  An  offering  of  one  thousand  dollars  — which 
will  be  applied  to  our  building  fund  — will  entitle  you  to  a 
complete  page.  No  need  for  marble  monuments  with  their 
mute  appeal  lost  in  the  bustle  of  a busy  world.  In  the  quiet 
of  the  sanctuary  and  in  sight  of  all  who  come  to  pray  will  be 
this  Book,  a constant  reminder  of  the  departed  whose  names 
are  there  inscribed.  Day  by  day  a page  will  be  turned  and 
year  by  year  repeated  — in  perpetuity.  Further  particulars 
will  be  sent  you  for  the  asking. . . 


for  women  only 


Changing  your  address?  CHEC 
Send  us  this  address  and  YOUII 
new  address  three  weeks  EXPIll 
before  moving  date.  DATE 


Christian  women  must  surely  realize  that 
estate  and  all  its  glory  sprang  from  the 
ibours  of  the  first  missionaries.  There  was 
were  slaves,  in  more  senses  than 
stand  the  truth  of  this  you  need  but 
of  your  sisters  in  pagan  lands 
ful  to  God  are  you  for  this 


tion,  as  you  have  the 
the  impossible  look 
our  big  problem 
build  a new 
hat  we  are 
dollars 
ould 


Nothing  of  great  good  or  great  evil  is  done  in  this 
world  without  there  being  a woman  behind  it. 


Mary  looks  to  you  to  help  Her  "other  sons". 
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• LENTEN  M#VIE  FARE  • 


During  the  season  of  Lent  we  are 
urged  to  consider  and  reconsider  a 
great  truth:  we  must  become  Christ- 
like  or  perish. 


Here  is  a film  admirably  suited  to 
help  us  in  taking  stock  of  ourselves 
because  it  is  an  excellent  portrayal,  in 
colour,  of  the  life  of  Christ  our  Model. 
Follow  it  for  ninety  unforgettable 
minutes;  the  dialogue  is  in  English. 


For  further  information  and  book- 
ings write  to  or  telephone  R.  Roberts, 
S.F.M.,  at  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto 
5,  Ont.  The  telephone  number  is 
WAlnut  1-0013. 


UPON 

THIS 

ROCK 

A film  must 
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Paul  Ouellette,  S.F.M.,  of 
Windsor,  Ont.,  ordained  in 
1952,  has  left  for  Santo 
Domingo  to  begin  studies  of 
the  Spanish  language.  To  the 
many  friends,  made  during 
his  two  years  with  Scarboro’s 
Promotion  Department,  he 
says  au  revoir,  and  asks  their 
help,  spiritual  and  material 
in  his  new  work.  Join  with 
us  in  bidding  him  Godspeed. 
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EDIT  R I A L “The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 

tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . . . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest  if 
it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


Romance  has  been  well  described  as  a “blending  of  the  heroic,  the  marvel- 
lous, the  mysterious,  in  actions,  manners,  ideas,  languages  or  literature.” 
And  such  nearly  limitless  boundaries  are  pushed  outwards  farther  still  by 
a truly  great  man  — Dom  Simeon  Campbell,  O.S.B.  For  fifty  years  he  gave 
his  time  and  energies,  as  a doctor,  to  the  healing  of  men’s  bodies.  When 
his  beloved  wife  died,  Dr.  Campbell  decided  to  spend  the  remaining  years 
of  his  life  caring  for  the  souls  of  men  and  this  in  in  a more  direct  manner. 
In  February,  1953,  he  was  ordained  priest,  being  then  over  eighty  years  of 
age!  He  will  be  attached  to  the  Benedictine  Abbey  in  Trinidad.  This 
venerable  priest  is  pictured  below,  on  the  occasion  of  his  ordination. 

To  the  left  is  our  own  Father  Paul,  just  a mite  older  than  Dom  Simeon 
— in  the  priesthood,  that  is! 

Youth  and  old-age,  each  has  its  God-given  tasks  to  perform.  The 
thought  of  these  two  priests,  of  such  different  ages,  should  bring  home  to 
us  the  glory  that  is  ours  in  having  such  apostles  to  discharge  our  own 
obligation  as  Catholics  to  spread  the  true  Faith  among  men.  Let  us  not 
fail  them! 


Dom  Simeon  greets  a youthful  friend. 


Picturesque  ruins  in  the 
Dominican  Republic  tell 
a story  of  past  glories. 
Scarboro  Fathers  are 
helping  to  fan  the  flame 
of  Faith  into  new  life. 


Christianity  came  to  this  Caribbean  island  with  Christopher  Columbus. 
War,  intrigue,  lust  for  gold  — these  were  forces  that  weakened  — and  in 
time  nearly  destroyed  — the  Faith.  Fr.  Michael  MacSween  gives  us  a 
hasty  but  intimate  look  into  the  heart  of  a lovable,  loyal  people. 

REEDY  RIVER  * 
RENDEZVOUS 


By  MICHAEL  MACSWEEN,  S.F.M. 


'"The  trip  to  Arroyo  Cana*  was  a 
memorable  one.  Damian,  Car- 
los, Roberto  and  Juan— four  friends 
and  parishioners  of  mine  — had 
come  the  twenty-three  miles  to  San 
Jose  to  fetch  me.  I intended  going 
by  Commando,  a glorified  type  of 
jeep  used  for  hauling  coffee  to 


town,  but  a stretch  of  bad  weather 
had  damaged  the  roads.  So  we  had 
to  take  to  the  mules. 

What  made  this  trip  so  impor- 
tant was  the  fact  that  I was  taking 
along  a statue  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
which  was  to  be  placed  in  the 
chapel  at  Arroyo  Cana.  My  com- 
panions insisted  on  taking  turns 
carrying  it.  It  made  me  think 
of  that  journey  into  Egypt,  so  long 
ago,  when  our  Lady  carried  Her 
divine  Son  to  safety. 
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Our  first  stop  was  in  Nizao. 
There  I was  saddened  by  the  news 
that  my  good  friend,  Amela  Reed, 
had  died;  I used  to  say  Mass  in  her 
home. 

The  people  brought  us  coffee, 
cookies  and  bananas  which  we  en- 
joyed while  remaining  in  the 
saddle.  Time  was  pressing  us  for- 
ward and  the  rains  had  made  the 
sullen  Nizao  river  a definite  threat. 
Thirteen  times  we  had  to  ford  it 
and  each  time  one  or  other  of  my 
companions  rode  at  my  side  to 
break  the  force  of  the  current. 
Damian  had  informed  eighty-year- 
old  Margacita  that  I would  be  pass- 
ing through  her  town  of  Las  Avis- 
pas;  she  was  waiting  for  me,  with 
her  neighbours,  and,  of  course,  we 
had  to  have  more  bread  and  coffee. 
As  we  moved  rapidly  away  — these 
mules  are  fast  — Damian  yelled  to 
me  that  another  friend  of  mine 
lived  nearby.  So  we  reined  up  at 
her  door  and  called  out  to  her.  She 
took  a long  time  answering  and 
when  she  did  I thought  she  was 
about  to  pass  out.  “You  look  ill!” 
I exclaimed,  “you  shouldn’t  have 


Wouldn’t  you  walk  miles 
for  one  of  her  smiles? 


There  would  be  miracles  if  youth 
could  know  and  age  could  do. 

— Bulgarian  proverb 


gotten  up.”  “Oh  well,”  she  an- 
swered, “courtesy  costs  little  and 
I’m  so  happy  to  see  you!”  Then 
she  told  us  she  had  given  birth  to 
twins  just  four  days  previously. 

When  we  got  to  Rancho  Arriba 
we  found  that  the  people  of  Arroyo 
Cana  had  come  in  procession  to 
meet  us,  so  we  dismounted  and 
placed  the  statue  in  the  chapel 
there.  I was  glad  of  the  chance  to 
rest.  The  folks  embraced  and 
kissed  me  and  treated  me  to  what- 
ever they  had.  Rosa,  Damian’s  wife, 
had  sent  coffee  in  a rum  bottle. 

Soon  we  were  on  our  way  again 
but  at  a much  slower  pace.  About 
three  hundred  people  formed  the 
procession,  the  statue  being  carried 
on  a litter  by  four  men.  It  was 
almost  impossible  to  keep  the 
crowd  in  any  sort  of  line  as  every- 
one wanted  to  walk  beside  the 
statue,  even  to  touch  it.  The  old 
women  recited  the  Rosary  and  the 
young  girls  sang  songs,  and  every- 
one was  happy. 


“Blessings  on  thee,  little  man, 
Barefoot  boy  with  cheek  of  tan.” 


Heaven  has  scattered  on  the  earth 
twelve  ounces  of  honesty  and 
woman  has  picked  up  eleven. 

— Corsican  proverb 
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Saddle  horses  and  mules  are  a 
necessity  even  if  jeeps  can  go 
faster.  Good  mules  cost  much 
more  than  a good  horse,  have 
greater  stamina  and  are  fleeter. 


Before  long  we  arrived  at  our 
journey’s  end  and  what  a recep- 
tion! Cheers!  Firecrackers!  Chants! 
Prayers!  Christ  rides  into  His  city 
of  Jerusalem  . . . but  no,  this  was 
Arroyo  Cana.  This  was  my  first 
look  at  the  chapel  there.  Four 
years  ago  when  I left,  only  the 
frame  of  it  was  up.  Now  here  it 
was,  completed,  with  a good-sized 
sacristy,  cement  floor,  zinc  roof,  and 
able  to  hold  about  five  hundred 
people. 

After  the  statue  was  safely  set  up 
in  the  chapel  I went  to  Damian’s 
home.  There,  outside  the  door  and 
on  their  knees,  were  Rosa  and  the 
children  and  I had  to  bless  them  all 
before  dismounting!  And  was  that 
mule  ever  glad  to  get  me  off;  it 
bowed  to  me  and  went  in  search  of 
some  grass!  . . . Well,  it  did  go  off 
looking  for  grass.  Rosa  sat  me  in  a 
rocker;  the  children  removed  my 
spurs,  shoes  and  socks,  and  Rosa 
herself  bathed  my  feet  in  hot  water. 
From  the  leaf  of  a tree  native  to 
Santo  Domingo  she  brewed  what 
she  called  tea.  And  finally  supper 
was  set  before  me,  rice,  beans, 


chicken,  oranges  and  coffee.  I was 
so  tired  that  I went  to  bed  almost 
immediately  after. 

The  following  morning  was  just 
what  I hoped  it  would  be  — cool 
and  sunny.  I went  into  the  chapel 
and  found  it  filled,  so  I started 
hearing  confessions  without  delay. 
This  was  at  seven  o’clock.  At  11.15 
I finished.  It  took  all  this  time  be- 
cause a lot  of  these  poor  souls 
hadn’t  been  to  confession  for  fifty 
years;  some  were  making  their  first 
confession  at  middle  age!  That’s 
what  happens  when  a country  lacks 
priests.  After  Mass  came  the  res- 
ponsos  for  the  dead.  Then,  the 
blessings!  A blessing  on  sepulchre 
crosses;  a blessing  on  wooden 
crosses  for  the  homes  of  the  newly- 
weds; a blessing  of  holy  water. 
Then  the  baptisms.  These  would 
take  up  quite  some  time,  so  I had 
bread  and  cheese  and  coffee  before 
starting.  With  baptisms  over,  my 
purely  spiritual  tasks  were  finished. 
I doffed  the  robe  of  Melchisedech 
and  put  on  that  of  Solomon.  Family 
squabbles,  lovers’  quarrels  ...  all 
such  problems  must  be  brought  to 
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the  Padre.  He  decides,  and  his  de- 
cision is  final  — at  least  for  the  time 
being! 

And  that  was  it;  mission  accomp- 
lished! On  the  way  home  I was 
overtaken  by  a man  who  was,  I 
thought,  a perfect  stranger  to  me. 
He  was  most  effusive,  putting  his 
arm  around  my  shoulder  and  al- 
most shouting  how  much  he  owed 
me.  It  turned  out  that  I had  fixed 
up  his  marriage  about  five  years 
previously.  Before  that  time  he  was 
in  ill-health,  and  he  and  his  eight 
children  were  very  poor.  But  since 
then  he  had  regained  his  health 
and  crops  were  plentiful  — all  be- 
cause he  had  his  marriage  blessed. 
The  incident  added  new  consola- 
tion; I felt  the  whole  trip  to  be  a 
blessed  success. 


Love  of  music  and  dancing 
is  inborn  in  the  people 
of  this  Caribbean  island. 


In  Santo  Domingo,  too,  school  days  are  happy  days. 
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Highlights 


A short  picture  story 


Oh!  was  there  school  today,  Father? 


The  livelihood  of  many  throughout  the  Bahamas  depends  on  good  fishing. 


By  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 


E T CETERA 


■ When  the  Marian  Year  ended  so  gloriously  last  December  8th  it  was  a particularly 
happy  day  for  Scarboro.  It  was  Ordination  Day  for  the  second  largest  class  (nine 
priests)  since  the  opening  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary  in  1924.  The  largest  (eleven) 
was  in  1937,  of  which  Bishop  Turner  is  a member.  1951  and  1952  saw  classes  of 
eight  ordained. 

■ Six  features  of  the  Marian  Year  ordinations  worthy  of  special  note  are:  (1)  One 
group  of  four  ordained  at  St.  Ann’s  Church,  Toronto,  received  their  priesthood  at  the 
hands  of  Scarboro’ s own  Bishop,  the  first  priests  he  has  ever  ordained.  (2)  The 
ordination  of  two  by  Bishop  Nelligan,  at  Sacred  Heart  Church,  Windsor,  Ont.,  made 
history  in  taking  place  at  night.  A Bishop  remarked  that  “probably  it  was  the  first 
priestly  ordination  at  night  since  the  Last  Supper”.  (3)  The  nephew  of  our  Society’s 
founder,  Bishop  Carroll  of  Calgary,  was  the  ordaining  prelate  for  one  of  the  nine,  in 
Lethbridge,  Alberta.  (4)  The  priest  ordained  at  the  Cathedral  in  St.  John,  N.B.,  by 
Bishop  Leverman,  became  the  100th  on  the  Society’s  roster.  (5)  The  youngest  of  the 
nine  was  ordained  by  the  oldest,  in  seniority,  of  Canadian  Archbishops,  Archbishop 
Duke  of  Vancouver.  (6)  Half  the  Provinces  of  Canada  were  represented  by  the  nine 
new  priests.  Literally,  from  coast  to  coast  Scarboro  draws  its  members,  for  one  of 
them  came  from  Vancouver  and  another  from  St.  John’s,  Newfoundland. 

H Total  number  of  Scarboro  priests  now  is  108.  More  than  that  have  been  ordained 
for  the  Society,  but  three  have  died  and  several  have  gone  to  Diocesan  work,  etc. 
Among  Society  members  are  one  Bishop,  and  three  Monsignori  with  the  dignity  of 
Protonotary  Apostolic:  Msgr.  Fraser  (Founder),  Msgr.  McRae  (Superior  for  25  years), 
and  Msgr.  McGrath  (former  Prefect- Apostolic  of  Lishui).  The  present  Superior- 
General  is  Very  Rev.  Thomas  McQuaid. 

■ Counting  those  who  set  out  for  the  Mission  this  month,  58  S.F.M.  Fathers  are  in 
six  countries,  namely,  Japan,  Dominican  Republic,  British  Guiana,  Bahamas,  and  the 
Philippines.  At  the  Motherhouse,  Seminary,  and  Nazareth  House  are  14  priests;  six 
are  in  the  Promotion  Department  at  Scarboro  House  in  Toronto;  five  are  Military  and 
Naval  Chaplains;  two  are  Pastors  of  Chinese  Missions  in  Vancouver  and  Victoria,  B.C.; 
two  conduct  a parish  in  Wainwright,  Edmonton  Archdiocese;  one  is  National  Director 
of  the  Pontifical  Association  of  the  Holy  Childhood  in  Canada;  five  are  serving 
temporarily  in  Canadian  Dioceses;  one  is  engaged  in  giving  Retreats;  two  are  conducting 
Pilgrimages  with  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  statues;  two  are  on  leave  of  absence  following 
expulsion  from  Communist  China;  one  is  at  post-graduate  studies  at  Laval  University, 
and  the  nine  newly-ordained  continue  their  studies  at  the  Seminary  till  next  June’s 
Mission  assignments. 

■ At  the  time  of  entering  the  Seminary  our  members  came  from  homes  in  the 
following  Provinces:  Ontario,  69;  Nova  Scotia,  13;  Newfoundland,  11;  Quebec,  4; 
Albert,  3;  British  Columbia,  New  Brunswick,  and  Prince  Edward  Island,  2;  U.S.A.,  1; 
China,  1.  Neither  Manitoba  nor  Saskatchewan  is  as  yet  represented  among  our  priests 
or  students. 

■ Scarboro  membership  is  drawn  from  24  Dioceses:  Toronto,  24;  London,  13; 
Antigonish,  11;  St.  John’s,  8;  Kingston,  Hamilton,  Alexandria,  7;  Ottawa,  5;  Montreal, 
Calgary,  Hr.  Grace,  3;  Halifax,  Pembroke,  St.  John,  Charlottetown,  2;  Peterboro, 
Hearst,  Nicolet,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Fort  William,  Vancouver,  Victoria,  New  Bedford, 
Mass.,  and  China,  1. 

■ The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  comes  under  the  immediate  authority  and 
direction  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Propaganda  Fide,  Rome.  Their  Excellencies, 
the  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  Canada,  other  than  those  of  the  civil  Province  of 
Quebec,  are  constituted  Protectors  of  the  Society.  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto,  with  the  Archbishop  of  Kingston  and  the  Bishop  of  Hamilton,  the 
Superior-General  and  the  Treasurer-General  of  the  Society,  compose  the  present  Board 
of  Directors  of  the  Civil  Corporation  of  the  Society. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOO 


A bizarre  gentleman  wearing  a beret, 
smock,  and  great  flowing  beard  was  con- 
sulting one  of  N.Y.’s  leading  psychiatrists. 

“You  say  you’re  not  an  artist?”  quizzed 
the  doctor.  “Then  why  the  beret,  smock, 
and  beard?” 

“For  heaven’s  sake,”  cried  the  man, 
“that’s  what  I’m  here  to  find  out!”  — 
American  Weekly. 

• 

A man-eating  tiger  escaped  from  the 
circus  in  a country  town,  throwing  the 
whole  area  into  terror.  A search  was 
quickly  organized,  but  the  quick-thinking 
policeman,  in  charge  of  the  search-party, 
took  his  men  into  a pub. 

“Have  a drink,  men,  before  we  go 
after  that  tiger!” 

All  but  one  man  accepted.  “C’mon, 
Bill  — better  have  one,”  urged  the  officer. 

“Not  me,”  answered  the  frightened 
man.  “It  might  give  me  too  much  cour- 
age.”— Femina  (S.  Africa). 


“Lions,”  muttered  the  7-year-old  boy 
and  squinted  along  the  barrel  of  his 
broken  air-gun  as  four  younger  boys 
crawled  on  their  bellies  on  the  pavement. 

A passerby  hoticed  that  another  boy 
stood  leaning  against  the  wall  behind  the 
“hunter”,  a toy  sword  in  his  grimy  hand. 

“Aren’t  you  playing?”  he  asked.  “Sure,” 
the  boy  replied.  “I  skin  ’em!”  — United 
Mine  Workers  Journal. 

• 

Some  wag  has  described  public  rela- 
tions as  the  art  of  not  treating  the  public 
like  relations. — Michigan  Business  Review 

• 

The  man  that  brags  about  sitting  on 
top  of  the  world  might  well  remember 
that  it  turns  over  every  24  hours.  — 
Man's  Shop,  House  of  Ensign  (S.  Africa) 


“At  last,”  smiled  the  psychiatrist,  “I 
can  pronounce  you  cured.  You  can  go 
home  now  and,  professionally,  I never 
expect  to  see  you  again.” 

‘Not  me,  maybe,  Doc,”  said  the  young 
man,  “but  I may  have  to  bring  my  sister 
in.  She  thinks  she’s  a chicken.” 

“’Goodness!”  exclaimed  the  psychiatrist. 

“Why  haven’t  you  brought  her  in 
before?” 

“To  tell  you  the  truth,  Doc,  we  needed 
the  eggs.” 

— Guy  Millstein 

School  children  were  recently  asked  to 
write  essays  on  why  they  liked  TV.  One 
11 -year-old  said: 

“I  like  TV  because  I haven’t  got  one. 
When  you  have  one,  you  get  fed  up  with 
it.” — Tit-Bits,  London. 

• 

A long-winded  bore  was  describing  a 
miraculous  escape.  “There  was  I,”  he 
said,  “on  a lonely  road,  miles  from  any- 
where, and  trapped  in  a blazing  car.  What 
do  you  think  I did?” 

“Well,”  suggested  a weary  listener, 
stifling  a yawn,  “I  suppose  you  took  a 
deep  breath  and  blew  out  the  flames.” 

— Al  Spong 

The  civil  service  applicant  applied  for 
a position  in  the  diplomatic  corps.  “What 
makes  you  think  you  are  qualified?”  he 
was  asked. 

“I’ve  been  married  30  years,”  he  re- 
plied modestly,  “and  my  wife  still  thinks 
I have  a sick  friend.”  — Great  Northern 
Goat,  Great  Northern  Ry. 

Some  of  the  old  movies  on  TV  would 
be  better  if  they  had  shot  less  film  — 
and  more  actors.  — Don  Dornbrook, 
Milwaukee  Journal. 
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Late  last  year  the  Superior  General  of  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  Very  Rev.  Thomas  McQuaid,  made  his 
official  visitation  of  our  territory  in  Japan.  While  in  the 
far  East  he  proceeded  to  the  Philippines  to  finalize 
arrangements  by  which  the  Scarboro  Fathers  will  work 
under  the  jurisdiction  of  His  Excellency,  the  Most 
Reverend  Lino  Gonzaga,  D.D.,  who  was  consecrated  in 
1952  as  bishop  of  Palo,  situated  on  busy  Leyte  island. 


?*< 


Kenneth  Dietrich,  S.F.M.,  (pictured  above)  was  ordained 
in  1951.  For  the  past  few  months  he  has  been  attending 
sociology  classes  at  the  renowned  St.  Francis  Xavier 
University  in  Antigonish,  N.S.  Roderick  MacNeil, 
S.F.M.,  (at  right)  hails  from  Glace  Bay,  N.S.  Ordained 
in  1953,  he  has  special  talent  for  mission  photography. 
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SCARBORO 


SENDS  AID  TO  THE 

PHILIPPINES! 


RAPIDLY  GROWING  SCAR- 
^ BORO  Foreign  Mission  So- 
ciety has  become  partaker  in  still 
another  spiritual  heritage.  To  far- 
away South  Pacific  goes  a pair  of 
eager  S.F.M.’ers  on  their  way  to 
Leyte  to  give  a much-needed  help- 
ing hand  to  over-worked  mission- 
aries already  on  the  scene. 

Just  to  give  you  some  idea  of  the 
formidable  task  awaiting  them, 
here  is  a comparison.  In  Ontario, 
the  diocese  of  Peterboro  has  about 
sixty  priests  caring  for  an  estimated 

35.000  Catholics  contained  in  31 
parishes.  On  Leyte  there  are  some 

975.000  Catholics,  51  parishes  and 
only  60  priests. 


Here  is  a challenge  worthy  of 
the  courage  and  resourcefulness  of 


the  Scarboro  Fathers.  But  it  is  more 
than  that.^It  is  a glowing  tribute 
to  our  Catholic  Canadians  to  be 
given  the  glorious  privilege  of  shar- 
ing the  precious  benefits  of  their 
Faith  with  others.  In  the  Gospel 
there  is  a sentence  most  fitting  for 
the  occasion.  When  Christ  selected 
His  apostles  He  said,  “You  have 
not  chosen  Me,  but  I have  chosen 
you.”  Neither  have  we  chosen 
Leyte;  He  chose  us  for  it.  And  in 
choosing  us  He  has  chosen  you  — 
friends  and  benefactors  of  Scarboro 
— for  without  you  we  could  do  no- 
thing. In  fact  we  would  not  exist 
without  you,  for  we  are  your  sons; 
in  the  flesh,  some  of  us:  in  the 
spirit  of  Christ,  all  of  us.  May  God 
bless  you  for  your  devotion  to  this 
His  cause. 
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Here,  preaching,  is  His 
Excellency  the  Most  Rev. 
Lino  Gonzaga  of  Palo  on 
Leyte  island.  A Marian  Con- 
gress held  in  Ormoc  City  was 
attended  by  many  from  out- 
lying parishes.  A special 
objective  of  the  Congress  lay 
in  the  getting  of  every  man 
to  receive  Holy  Communion. 
It  was  eminently  successful. 
Present  at  the  evening  Ponti- 
fical Mass  were  the  Mayor 
and  many  other  notables. 


' ---V:  ; 


CROWDS  NEST 

Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


"If  a writer  is  so  cautions  that  he  never  writes  anything 
that  cannot  be  criticized  he  will  never  write  anything 
that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you 
have  got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some 
men  will  condemn.”  Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 


HTHE  recent  much  quoted  statements  from  responsible  military  leaders, 
to  the  effect  that  we  were  “required  to  lose  the  Korean  War,”  have 
focussed  attention  upon  a question  that  is  often  asked  but  never  answered. 
What  hidden  force,  what  power  behind  the  window  dressing  is  actually 
directing  the  policy  of  Washington?  It  is  probably  a waste  of  time  to  look 
for  an  answer.  You  may  as  well  bat  your  brains  out  trying  to  crash  the 
iron  curtain  of  secrecy  surrounding  the  promotion  of  Major  Peress  or  the 
whereabouts  at  the  moment  of  the  1800  secret  documents  which  the  New 
York  Daily  News  recently  revealed  as  still  “missing”  from  the  great  radar 
nerve  centre  at  Fort  Monmouth.  Perhaps  it  is  a good  sign  that  more  and 
more  people  are  becoming  concerned.  In  somewhat  exasperated  vein  these 
days,  as  revelation  after  revelation  comes  to  light,  people  are  asking  just 
who  did  “require”  us  to  lose  a war-that  could  have  been  won;  who  insti- 
gated the  dismissal  of  MacArthur  and  why;  who  also  “required”  the  United 
Nations  to  fall  down  on  their  solemn  written  guarantee  of  a free  and 
independent  Korea.  People  are  wondering,  too,  and  worrying  not  a little 
as  contemporary  developments  in  the  Far  East  seem  to  be  bearing  out  the, 
statement  of  General  Van  Fleet  that  our  refusal  to  accept  victory  in  Korea 
could  conceivably  cost  us  the  whole  of  Southeast  Asia.  Small  consolation 
for  all  of  us  in  the  fact  that  General  MacArthur  has  been  so  thoroughly 
vindicated  after  the  damage  has  been  done. 

Should  you  ever  decide  to  pursue  this  elusive  subject,  please,  while  you 
are  at  it,  dig  up  the  answer  to  a question  for  me.  What  individuals 
were  responsible  for  the  whole  incredibly  stupid  farce  of  the  McCarthy 
investigations?  Was  there  at  stake  in  McCarthy’s  alleged  bad  manners  an 
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issue  of  such  paramount  importance  as  to  justify  the  expenditure  of 
millions  of  dollars  of  the  taxpayers’  money  and  the  diversion  of  thousands 
of  congressional  man-hours,  not  to  speak  of  the  virtual  suicide  of  the 
Republican  Party?  While  the  Congressional  mountain  was  in  labour  and 
the  ridiculous  mouse  of  the  ultimate  findings  was  finally  born,  nothing 
was  being  done  about  American  flyers  in  Chinese  rat-hole  prisons  or  about 
the  torture,  imprisonment  and  death  of  so  many  of  our  one-time  friends 
in  Indo-China.  To  say  that  all  this  just  doesn’t  make  sense  is  probably 
the  understatement  of  the  year  of  grace  1955. 

* ❖ 

Could  it  be  that  the  same  hidden  force  is  trying  feverishly  at  the 
moment  to  sell  to  a none  too  enthusiastic  American  public  the  idea  of 
“peaceful  co-existence”  with  Soviet  Russia?  Who  is  responsible  for  the 
fact  that  America  seems  unwilling  or  unable  to  initiate  a strong  and 
uncompromising  policy  of  its  own  but  prefers  to  go  into  a dance  every 
time  Russia  calls  the  tune?  Does  anybody  believe  that  anything  good  for 
us  can  possibly  emanate  from  any  policy  dictated  by  the  Soviets f Be  all 
that  as  it  may,  most  of  our  allied  friends  grasp  eagerly  at  every  new 
opportunity  to  appease  the  unappeasable;  whether  it  be  in  the  hope  of 
fostering  better  trade  relations  with  Russia  or  because  they  believe  with 
Clement  Atlee  that  the  only  alternative  to  co-existence  is  “co-death”.  If  that 
be  the  case  we  are  truly  in  a bad  way.  If  Russia  holds  the  whip  hand  to 
that  extent  we  may  as  well  get  ready  to  be  blackmailed  or  blasted  out  of 
existence.  But  that  is  not  the  case  and  Russia  does  not.  We  shall  quote 
in  this  article  many  competent  authorities  who  say  that  peaceful  co-exist- 
ence with  Soviet  Russia  is  impossible  and  we  find  ourselves  obliged  to 
reject  the  Atlee  enumeration  of  alternatives  as  incomplete.  If  we  are 
confronted  with  a choice  between  “co-death”  and  a situation  that  is 
impossible  of  attainment  we  may  as  well  face  up  to  it  that  we  are  already 
as  good  as  dead.  Actually,  this  Moscow-inspired  siren  song  is  destined  to 
achieve  three  major  objectives.  (1)  To  enable  Russia  to  play  for  time  in 
the  hope  of  overcoming  America’s  present  admitted  superiority  in  nuclear 
weapons.  (2)  To  induce  the  free  world  to  let  down  its  guard  and  relax,, 
since  the  lion  and  the  lamb  (or  is  it  the  bear  and  the  eagle?)  may  now  lie 
down  in  peace  together,  without  fear  of  “complications.”  (3)  Further  to 
undermine  and  if  possible  utterly  to  destroy  the  little  that  is  left  of 
American  prestige  in  Asia  by  cultivating  the  belief  that  America  is  afraid 
of  Russia.  For  this  the  recipe  is  simple.  Establish  the  illusion  of  peaceful 
co-existence  and  then  shoot  down  a few  planes  and  murder  a few  American 
flyers  because  during  the  honeymoon  there  can  be  no  retaliation. 


You  know,  it  is  almost  a waste  of  time  even  to  write  on  this  subject. 
Why?  Because  by  the  time  our  magazine  goes  to  press  the  slogan  may 
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It  is  right  then  almost  to  FIND  OUT  for  yourself  doily  self-denials;  and  tl 
because  our  Lord  bids  you  take  up  your  cross  doily,  and  because  it  prov 
your  earnestness,  and  because  by  doing  so  you  strengthen  your  general  pow 
of  self-mastery,  and  come  to  hove  such  on  habitual  command  of  yoursc 
os  will  be  a defence  ready  prepared  when  the  season  of  temptation  com< 


Newman 


already  be  obsolete.  The  powers-that-be  may  be  whooping  it  up  with 
another  popular  song,  another  catch  phrase  that  will  be  a complete 
reversal  of  this  policy  or  of  all  the  policies  that  have  ever  gone  before. 
Father  Gillis,  in  his  “What’s  Right  With  the  World’’  column,  has  covered 
this  subject  as  only  Father  Gillis  can.  After  quoting  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son’s dictum  “With  consistency  a great  soul  simply  has  nothing  to  do’’  he 
goes  on  to  say  that  he  often  thinks  of  that  slippery  philosophy  whenever 
he  hears  the  slogans,  not  of  philosophers  but  of  politicians  who  think  it 
a mark  of  genius  in  a public  man  to  contradict  himself  from  day  to  day. 
“Take,  for  example’’,  he  writes  “the  catchword  of  the  moment,  ‘peaceful 
co-existence’  and  compare  it  with  yesterday’s  ‘containment’.  . . . We  were 
to  say  to  Russia  what  God  said  to  the  ocean,  ‘thus  far  and  no  further’. 
But  Russia  went  further.  Paying  no  attention  to  our  newly  coined  word 
she  took  North  Korea  and  the  better  part  of  Indo-China.  We  hadn’t 
‘contained’  Russia  and  we  didn’t  push  her  back.  Russia  called  our  bluff. 
So  what  do  we  do  now?  We  drop  the  slogan  ‘containment’  and  pick  up 
another  one.  We  contradict  today  what  we  proclaimed  yesterday.  And 
that,  if  you  please,  is  what  passes  for  diplomacy,  statesmanship,  interna- 
tional policy”.  Certainly  what  Eugene  Lyons  wrote  about  “containment” 
(American  Mercury,  Nov.,  1954)  applies  with  equal  force  to  co-existence. 
“We  need  only  write  off  as  forever  lost  the  huge  portion  of  humanity 
already  rotted  with  the  disease  of  Communism,  confine  it  within  the 
Soviet  pest-house  and  live  happily  ever  after.” 

* * * 

There  is  a man  in  Washington,  D.C.  who  knows  Russia  and  Russian 
policy.  He  is  Josef  Swiatlo,  former  deputy  security  officer  of  the  Polish 
Government.  Testifying  before  a special  House  Committee  on  Communist 
aggression  he  had  this  to  say:  “ Peaceful  co-existence  with  the  Soviet  Union 
is  impossible  because  the  Communists  will  never  be  satisfied  with  less 
than  the  conquest  of  the  human  race.”  Field  Marshall  Montgomery  rejects 
the  wishful  thinking  that  inspired  this  soporific  slogan.  He  terms  it  “co- 
existence with  conflict”.  It  is  a more  accurate  definition.  And  it  certainly 
precludes  the  possibility  of  peace.  Rather  is  it  a precarious  jockeying  for 
survival;  the  peaceful  co-existence  of  the  Mountie  and  his  murderer- 
prisoner  in  the  frozen  North,  hand  to  holster  by  day  and  one  eye  open 
at  night. 

Ask  the  man  who  has  tried  it.  Prime  Minister  Nehru  of  India.  Long 
a proponent  of  this  policy  of  getting  along  at  all  costs  with  Russia,  he 
seems  of  late  to  be  a bit  disillusioned.  Speaking  recently  at  a mass  meeting 
in  New  Delhi  he  made  the  tacit  admission  that  co-existence  was  a flop. 
“The  Indian  Communists”,  he  warned  “know  they  will  become  weak  as 
India  progresses.  Therefore  they  are  interested  in  retarding  India’s  pace 
of  development  by  fishing  for  trouble,  turmoil,  discontent  and  disturb- 
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ance.”  Of  course,  they  wouldn’t  try  that  here.  Not  much.  Russia  is 
different  — now.  Brother  Malenkov  has  had  a change  of  heart.  He’s  just 
a big,  overgrown  boy,  an  apostle  of  peace  on  earth  and  good  will  to  men. 
What  is  it  among  peacefully  co-existing  friends  that  the  pace  of  Russian 
•espionage  has  abated  not  one  iota  during  the  proposed  agape  or  that 
Russia’s  agents  in  this  country  will  never  rest  until  the  Land  of  the  Free 
becomes  the  Home  of  the  Slave! 

One  more  authority  and  we  have  done.  It  is  Colonel  G.  A.  Tokaev 
who  crossed  over  to  the  West  from  Russia  in  1948.  He  is  the  author  of 
two  outstanding  books  on  the  Soviets’  plans  for  world  conquest,  “Stalin 
Means  War”  and  “Soviet  Imperialism”.  (George  Duckworth  and  Co., 
London,  Six  Shillings.)  We  quote  from  the  latter  book  but  recently  off 
the  press:  “Once  the  U.S.S.R.  has  accumulated  a stockpile  of  atom  bombs, 
the  Soviet  High  Command  will  not  hesitate  to  use  them.  The  reason  for 
this  is  that  having  destroyed  many  millions  of  their  own  people  in  slave 
camps,  a process  which  still  continues,  they  would  not  have  the  slightest 
compunction  in  destroying  as  many  or  even  more  people  in  the  capitalist 
states.”  In  the  meantime  (and  please  get  a load  of  this)  “their  psychological 
attack,  known  as  the  ‘cold  war’,  will  be  directed  to  the  softening-up  of  the 
Western  world  by  ‘peace  movements’,  the  creation  of  exaggerated  trade 
•expectations,  the  activities  of  the  ‘Kremlin  Column’  and  other  such 
methods  as  may  be  invented  or  evolved  during  the  struggle.” 

So  that’s  it!  Peace  movements.  Such,  for  example  as  “peaceful  co- 
existence” or  the  process  of  softening  up  a dopey  adversary  for  the  kill  if 
he's  fool  enough  to  fall  for  it.  Our  eager-beaver  liberals  devour  the  bait 
so  avidly  that  you’d  think  they  weren’t  going  to  be  around  when  the 
hydrogen  bombs  begin  to  fall.  And  I suppose  that  for  those  of  us  who 
“saw  it  coming”  there  will  be  little  consolation  in  the  fact  that  with  our 
dying  breath  we  may  be  able  to  gasp  “I  told  you  so”  on  that  fateful  day 
when  the  idyllic  one-big-happy-family  co-existence  is  shattered  by  a sneak 
Pearl  Harbour  attack  that  may  blast  100  American  cities  into  molten 
ruins  and  fifty  million  American  people  into  eternity.  But  think  not  of 
such  things.  Above  all  do  not  speak  of  them  for  you  might  provoke  our 
Soviet  friends  who  yearn  so  desperately  for  peace,  even  though  for  us  it 
may  be  the  peace  of  the  tomb. 


Nothing  new  under  the  sun?  Well, 
Father  John  McGoey,  S.F.M.,  now 
missioning  on  Harbour  Island  is  not  so 
sure.  He  put  some  letters  in  a drop-box, 
(mail-box  to  you)  and  one  month  later — 
You  guessed  it;  they  were  still  there!  He 
took  a slightly  dim  view  of  it  until  he 
realized  that  in  the  tropics  time  isn’t 
everything — or  anything! 


The 
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Dear  Girls  and  Boys, 

On  the  23rd.  of  this  month  you  and  I will  have  our  foreheads  marked 
with  blessed  ashes  and  enter  a very  special  period  of  training.  Yes,  I said 
training.  That’s  what  the  pain  of  penance  is  for,  to  train  ourselves  to> 
say  no  to  something  good  that  we  may  be  able  to  say  no  to  something  bad. 
You  didn’t  think  God  likes  to  see  you  suffer,  did  you?  Or  that  suffering, 
in  itself  is  good?  It  isn’t!  Now  just  in  case  you’re  a wee  bit  mixed  up  on 
the  business  of  suffering,  here  is  a thumb  rule  to  follow  all  your  life. 
Suffering  (or  penance,  if  you  want  to  use  that  word)  is  an  instruments 
It  is  something  you  use.  And  you  use  it  for  a twofold  purpose. 

First  of  all,  for  yourself.  Human  nature  just  hates  being  forced  to  do* 
anything.  Just  think  of  the  times  mother  told  you  to  do  the  dishes  when 
you  wanted  to  watch  television;  or  clean  up  the  cellar  when  your  pals 
were  going  to  play  hockey.  Golly!  didn’t  human  nature  holler  then!  L 
Now  suffering,  penance,  self-sacrifice  — take  your  choice  of  words  — 
strengthens  you  against  giving  in;  it  makes  you  master,  not  servant,  of 
your  human  nature.  Don’t  try  making  any  ‘bargains’  with  this  rebel  in 
you.  It’s  too  sharp  for  you.  It  will  promise  to  become  a real  saint 
tomorrow,  but  tomorrow  never  comes! 

Secondly,  for  yourself  and  others,  suffering  can  be  used  to  get  God’s 
graces.  Put  it  this  way:  Your  sufferings  are  like  cheques  on  the  bank  of 
our  Lord’s  infinite  merits;  you  present  Him  your  sufferings  and  He  gives 
you  graces,  for  yourselves  and  for  others. 

So  let’s  get  busy.  It  might  be  wise  to  remember  too,  that  all  the  sacri- 
fices made  to  preserve  Purity  and  Obedience  have  a big  extra  value.  Now 
go  on  and  have  a holy,  peaceful  Lent. 

Father  Jim. 
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BOYS  AND  GIRLS! 


An  Essay  Contest  For  You ! 


9 TWO  SETS  OF  CASH  PRIZES! 

• TWO  AGE  GROUPS! 

• ONE  CONDITION  ONLY! 


HERE’S  ALL  YOU  HAVE  TO  DO  . . . 

In  no  more  than  five  hundred  words  write  an  essay  in  which  the  following  points 
are  treated: 

a)  I think  the  purpose  of  Scarboro  Missions  magazine  is 

b)  What  I like  about  Scarboro  Missions  is 

c)  What  I don't  like  about  it  is 

d)  What,  in  the  future,  I would  like  to  see  in  it  for  my  father,  mother,  sister, 
and  brother. 

Now,  get  busy  and  ask  them  lots  of  questions;  talk  it  over  before  you  start  writing. 
Neatness  and  clearness  of  writing  are  also  points  on  which  your  essay  will  be  judged. 
The  use  of  a typewriter  will  not  bring  any  extra  points;  we  want  to  be  fair  to  all  boys 
and  girls,  and,  as  you  know,  many  can’t  afford  to  own  one. 


AGE  GROUPS  AND  PRIZES 


Ages  9 to  11  inclusive: 


1st  Prize  $25.00 

2nd  Prize  15.00 

3rd  Prize  10.00 


4th  to  10th,  each  a plastic  crucifix. 


Ages  12  to  14  inclusive: 


1st  Prize  $25.00 

2nd  Prize  15.00 

3rd  Prize  1 0.00 


4th  to  10th,  each  a plastic  crucifix. 


ONE  CONDITION  FOR  ENTRY 

All  contestants  must  be  subscribers  to  Scarboro  Missions  with  expiry  date  not  earlier 
than  December,  1955.  See  the  next  page  for  form  to  be  sent  in  with  your  essay. 

Your  essay  must  be  countersigned  by  either  your  father  or  mother.  Only  in  the  case 
of  orphans  will  a teacher’s  signature  be  accepted. 


THIS  CONTEST  CLOSES  MARCH  31,  1955  AT  MIDNIGHT 
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SCARBORO 


— (MU  ROLL  of  the  SCARRORO  MISSIONS  — 

Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices  which 
they  have  offered  for  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  the 
following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribution  to  our  work 
and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 


ONTARIO 
St.  Mary’s  School, 

Midland,  Ont. 

The  Alexander  School, 
Alexandria,  Ont. 

Connaught  Separate  School, 
Osceola,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 

St.  Columban’s  Girls’  School, 
St.  Rose  High  School, 
Amherstburg,  Ont. 

St.  Theresa  School, 

Sandwich  East,  Ont. 


NEWFOUNDLAND 
St.  Francis  School, 
Outer  Cove,  Nfld. 

St.  Ann’s  School, 
Conne  River, 

Bay  d’Espoir,  Nfld. 

St.  Bridget’s  School, 

St.  Bride,  Nfld. 

Corpus  Christi  School, 
Northern  Bay,  Nfld. 
Presentation  Convent, 
Bishop’s  Falls,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Gander,  Nfld. 


Form  1.  (For  those  already  receiving  Scarboro  Missions  at  home  and  whose  expiry 
date  comes  before  December,  1955.) 

Enclosed  please  find  $ which  brings  my  family’s  subscription  up  to  (at 

least)  December,  1955.  This  will  entitle  me  to  enter  the  Contest. 

My  name  is 

and  I was  born  on  the day  of 

in  the  year I now  live  at  No (St.,  Ave.) 

in  

Form  2.  (For  new  subscribers.) 

Enclosed  please  find  $ for year(s)  subscription  to  Scarboro 

Missions.  This  will  entitle  me  to  enter  the  Contest. 

My  name  is 

and  I was  born  on  the day  of 

in  the  year I now  live  at  No (St.,  Ave.) 

in  

N.B. — No  form  is  necessary  for  those  whose  subscription  is  paid  up  to,  or  past, 
December,  1955.  Just  send  in  the  back  page  of  either  February  or  March  issue 
of  Scarboro  Missions,  and  be  sure  to  enclose  your  birth  date  and  present  address. 
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It  may  not  have  the 
chords  of  a Niagara  but  the 
lilting  music  of  this  water-fall 
delights  the  ears  of  these  Domini- 
can boys.  Water  is  very  precious 
on  their  island.  Since  wells  are 
by  no  means  plentiful  in  many 
areas,  rain  becomes  a vital,  if 
often  erratic,  source  of  supply. 


thunderous 


•‘FRIO!  FRIO!”  shouts  the  young 
man  as  he  pushes  his  “Elegant” 
wheel-barrow  through  the  streets. 
“Frio”  means  “cold”  and  in  the 
tropics  something  cold  is  in 
demand.  Tangy  Frio  is  the  poor 
man’s  “coca  cola”.  The  “Ele- 
gant’s” box  contains  a block  of 
Ice  weighing  about  one-hundred 
pounds.  The  ice  is  covered  with 
a removable  sack  and  a lid  which 
keeps  off  the  sun’s  rays.  Standing 
in  position  on  each  side  of  the 
wagon  are  six  old  wine  bottles 
filled  with  different  coloured  fruit 
juices  and  extracts,  all  local  con- 
coctions. The  vendor  will  shave 
off  a glass  of  ice  slush,  pour  in 
some  coloured  fruit  juice  and, 
presto,  you  have  “frio  frio”. 
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SCARBORO 


SIDELIGHTS 


Coffee  is  known  in  every  land  and  it  is 
grown  in  Santo  Domingo.  Fortunate  is 
the  man  who  owns  a truck — and  has  a 
road  to  drive  it  over.  Old  Dobbin  must 
give  place  to  the  cargo  mule  when  coffee 
comes  down  from  the  hills.  The  precious 
bean  grows  well  on  shrubs  nestling  along 
shaded  hills.  Comes  Fall  and  the  frail 
branches  are  weighed  down  with  cherry- 
red  berries  which  are  quickly  harvested 
by  groups  of  peasants  chatting  con- 
tentedly as  they  work.  The  berries  are 
passed  through  a mill  worked  by  bronzed 
arms.  The  outer  shell  is  cast  away  but 
the  beans  are  spread  to  dry  in  burning 
sunlight.  When  dry,  they  are  put  in  sacks 
holding  a hundred  pounds  or  more  and 
the  sturdy  little  mules  carry  two  or  three 
of  them  up  and  down  and  around  the 
mountain  trails  and  through  many  a 
shallow  river.  When  a load  reaches 
town,  merchants  will  haggle  and  bargain, 
finally  reaching  a price  that  satisfies 
everyone — more  or  less.  They  in  turn 
give  work  to  many  a town  girl  who  sorts 
the  beans  according  to  grades.  The  better 
ones  will  be  delivered  by  truck  to  a 
waiting  ship  and  soon  arrive  at  New 
York.  There  they  will  be  processed  and 
blended  to  suit  your  exacting  taste. 
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VIGNETTE  OF  JAPAN 

HTHE  Japanese  have  a saying 
A which  translated  freely  goes  like 
this:  “Don’t  say  magnificent  until 
you’ve  seen  Nikko”  or  in  other 
words,  “You  haven’t  seen  anything 
until  you’ve  seen  Nikko!”  For  this 
reason  four  of  us  visited  this  world- 
famous  place.  It’s  about  ninety 
miles  outside  of  Tokyo.  It  glories 
in  beautiful  scenery  and  a magnifi- 
cent mausoleum.  Thousands  of 
pilgrims  also  go  to  visit  the  temple 
there  which  is  a monument  to  the 
skill  of  the  artisans  who  beautified 
it  with  exquisite  carvings. 

However,  my  most  vivid  impres- 
sion at  Nikko  was  of  the  beautiful 
little  Catholic  church  in  this 
stronghold  of  paganism.  The  pastor 
is  a Canadian  Franciscan.  With 
great  faith  and  courage  he  has 
erected  a church  there  and  has  suc- 


By  CLEARY  VILLENEUVE,  S.F.M. 

ceeded  in  making  some  progress 
among  the  pagans. 

During  the  Marian  year  the 
Catholics  of  Japan,  like  Catholics 
throughout  the  world,  paid  special 
devotion  to  Our  Blessed  Mother. 
I attended  a Marian  Day  in  Tokyo 
when  practically  all  the  Japanese 
hierarchy,  as  well  as  Religious  Su- 
periors in  Japan,  was  present.  It 
was  wonderful  to  see  this  All  Japan 
demonstration  of  faith.  The  hier- 
archy marched  in  a procession; 
Japanese  clergy  carried  out  the 
ceremonies;  and  a Japanese  bishop 
preached.  Many  Japanese  Sisters 
were  present  and  the  church  was 
filled  to  capacity.  On  that  day 
especially,  it  was  difficult  to  realize 
that,  of  the  87  million  people,  less 
than  200,000  are  Catholics. 


GUIANA  GOSSIP 

Scarboro  Fathers  are  stationed  in  the 
Berbice  area.  Their  parishes  are  between 
the  Berbice  and  the  Corentyne  rivers. 
The  latter  river  separates  British  Guiana 
from  Dutch  Guiana. 

Bauxite  Industry 

There  are  two  centres  in  British  Guiana 
for  this  industry,  one  the  “Mackenzie”  on 
the  Demerara  river,  and  the  “Kwakwani” 
on  the  Berbice.  This  latter  place  is  cared 
for  by  the  Scarboro  Fathers  stationed  at 
New  Amsterdam.  It  is  the  most  remote 
of  our  mission  stations,  being  nearly  a 
hundred  and  forty  miles  up  the  Berbice 
river.  The  territory  under  the  care  of  our 
Society  lies  between  the  Berbice  and  the 
Corentyne. 


By  E.  MORIARTY,  S.F.M. 

Malaria  Control 

Those  of  us  who  have  had  previous 
China  experience  can  appreciate  the  steps 
taken  here  to  control  the  spreak  of  mal- 
aria. In  1951  approximately  37.7%  of 
the  population  was  under  fifteen  years  of 
age,  this  being  due  to  the  death  rate  from 
malaria.  The  spraying  from  the  air  of 
D.D.T.,  has  done  marvels  in  controlling 
this  disease  and  lowering  the  death  rate 
caused  by  it. 

First  Railway 

The  railway  from  Georgetown  to 
Rosignol  on  the  Berbice  river  was  the 
first  railway  to  be  laid  in  South  America. 

Early  Record 

New  Amsterdam  parish  goes  back  to 
1835  according  to  the  records  available. 


ANNUITY  INFORMATION 

(All  correspondence  strictly  confidential) 

Rev.  and  dear  Father, 

Please  send  me  at  your  earliest  convenience  the  complete  details  of  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Annuity  Plan.  After  studying  it  I may  or  may  not 
avail  myself  of  it,  but  I am  not  obligating  myself  in  any  way  by  this  letter. 

My  name  is and  I live 

at in Prov.  of 


OLD  AGE 


Through  its  Annuity  Plan  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  assures  you  this  old-age  security  from 
want  and  worry  within  the  limits  of  your  investment 
in  this  plan.  Terms  of  contract  simply  and  clearly 
stated.  No  "fine  print  clauses"  in  this  policy  to 
muddle  or  mystify  you.  Moreover,  ALL  investments 
made  by  the  Society  are  subject  to  rigid  control  by 
^ Federal  as  well  as  Provincial  laws.  For  complete 

information  clip  and  send  form  found  on  opposite  page. 
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HELP  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
WHILE  HELPING  YOURSELF 


-< 

o 
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CHECK  EXPIRY  DATE 
<- 

Changing  your  address? 
Send  us  this  address  and 
new  address  three  weeks 
before  moving  date. 


That  you  can  kneel  before  the  Tabernacle  and  not  cower  before 
graven  images  is  due  to  the  fact  that  men  and  women  of  by-gone 
ages  made  heroic  sacrifices  to  prepare  and  sustain  Missionaries  of 
the  Gospel. 

Today  Canadian  young  men  are  second  to  none  in  their  willingness 
to  carry  on  this  glorious  tradition.  But  they  must  be  housed  and 
educated  for  the  task. 

We  ask  you  to  make  like  heroic  sacrifices  that  we  may  build  a 
Seminary  commensurate  with  our  growing  stature  and  needs.  Ten 
dollars  from  each  of  our  eighty  thousand  subscribers  will  enable  us 
to  do  so.  Will  you  help  now? 


PIECES  OF  EIGHT  . . . SQUAWK! ! 
Captain  Kidd  was  expert  at  collecting 
gold.  The  form  it  was  in  didn’t  bother 
him;  it  won’t  bother  us  either.  Let’s  raid 
the  trinket-boxes  for  buried  treasure  — 
odds  and  ends  that  have  gold  in  them  — 
and  send  it  to  Scarboro. 


FOR  THE  LIVING  AND  THE  DEAD 

Scarboro’s  Book  of  Remembrance  furnishes 
a plan  by  which  you  can  help  the  living 
and  the  dead.  One  thousand  dollars 
entitles  you  to  a page  containing  the  names 
of  people  whose  souls  you  wish  to  pray 
for  — forever.  The  sum  of  money  goes  to 
the  building  of  a Seminary  to  train  priests 
who  will  also  pray  in  their  turn.  Write 
now,  for  information,  to  Scarboro  Mission 
Society. 


WILL  YOUR  WILL 

carry  the  name  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society?  To  provide  for  the  spiritual  wel- 
fare of  souls  who  as  yet  have  no 
knowledge  of  the  God  you  love,  will  aid 
your  happy  reception  into  Heaven.  Here’s 
a riddle. 

Why  give  cake  to  those  who  have  bread 
when  there  are  millions  who  have  neither? 


FILM  LIBRARY 
The  Secret  Conclave:  the  story  of  Pius  X. 

A film  MUST 

Upon  This  Rock:  the  life  of  Christ. 

In  color.  No  comment  needed 

That  I May  See:  the  Passion  of  Christ.* 

Very  timely 

Never  Take  No  For  An  Answer. 

Peppino  had  to  see  the  Pope 

All  films  16mm,  in  English,  90  min. 
run  — except  where  noted.  (*  60  min.) 

For  information  and  bookings  write  or  call 
Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Road, 
Toronto  5,  Ont.  Telephone:  WAlnut  1-0013. 
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“If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn 

— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  established  1919,  published  in  Toronto,  is  the  official  organ  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario,  Canada,  and  is  published  by 
Ecclesiastical  authority.  It  is  authorized  as  second  class  mail  by  the  Post  Office  Department,  Ottawa, 
Canada.  Mailed  from  Toronto  Postal  Terminal  “A”.  Published  monthly  September  to  June, 
bi-monthly,  July-August.  Subscription  rates:  $1.00  a year,  $20.00  for  life.  Address  all  communica- 
tions to  Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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3n  Jfflemoriam 

Monsignor  John  E.  McRae  has  died.  Just  two  months  short 
of  reaching  his  eightieth  birthday,  he  had  lived  fifty-seven  years 
in  the  priesthood  , thirty-one  of  which  were  given  to  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society.  Elsewhere  in  this  magazine  (page  16) 
our  readers  will  find  an  appreciation  of  Monsignor  by  one  who 
knew  him  well  and  worked  intimately  with  him  in  the  affairs 
of  the  Society.  These  lines  are  lines  of  reminiscence. 

No  matter  what  titles  were  given  him  in  honour  of  his 
scholarship  and  achievements,  they  could  never  outweigh  the 
one  that  is  the  glory  of  every  priest — the  name  of  Father.  He 
was  a father — a spiritual  father — to  everyone  of  us.  He  had 
been  a shepherd  of  souls  for  twenty-five  years  before  he  came 
to  us.  He  knew  human  nature  and  the  value  of  God’s  grace  in 
the  formation  of  those  under  him.  And,  trusting  in  God’s  help 
— as  he  often  cautioned  us  to  do — he  went  forward,  bringing 
respect  and  prestige  to  the  Society  of  which  he  was  Superior. 

Only  once  did  the  thunders  nearly  crash  about  my  hapless 
head.  I spelled  his  name  MacRae!  So  I learned  about  plaids 
and  things ! 

Every  work  of  God,  such  as  ours,  will  always  have  its  grow- 
ing pains,  its  opposition  from  the  well-intentioned,  its  setbacks 
and  successes.  In  those  phases  of  our  own  development,  the 
qualities  of  mind  and  heart  that  graced  Monsignor  John  were 
equal  to  the  task.  The  high  estate  reached  by  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  today  testifies  to  the  integrity  of  his  steward- 
ship. No  greater  monument  could  be  erected  to  his  name. 
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EDITORIAL 


“The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . . . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest  if 
it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


For  some  time  now  I have  been  waiting  for  a specialist  — a psychiatrist 
perhaps  — to  come  up  with  the  reason  or  reasons  for  the  new  tyranny 
which  has  entered  our  lives  — by  invitation!  The  servant  has  become  the 
master  and  more  of  an  anti-social  master  than  Communism  . . . Well, 
almost.  And  the  name  of  this  monster?  Television!  ...  a Frankenstein  of 
our  own  making.  Now,  before  you  start  screaming  bahs,  let  me  finish. 

The  home  has  been  rocked  back  on  its  tottering  heels  these  past  few 
decades  by  a series  of  blows  coming  from  many  directions.  This  is  so  self- 
evident,  that  jokes  about  the  onslaught  are  becoming  more  and  more 
frequent  — and  pointed.  “To  train  children  at  home,”  chides  Banking , 
“it’s  necessary  for  both  the  parents  and  the  children  to  spend  some  time 
there.”  Now  comes  television  to  make  sure  that  when  you’re  home  you’re 
still  out!  In  one  of  his  essays,  Chesterton  gloried  in  the  fact  that  with  the 
door  of  his  house  he  could  close  the  world  out  and  be  king  in  the  land  of 
his  home.  Television  hasn’t  opened  the  doors  of  homes  today,  it  has  torn 
down  the  walls.  And  as  for  the  social  amenities  . . . Have  you  ever  walked 
into  a houseful  of  people  watching  television?  You  don’t  walk  in,  you 
slink  in! 

Can  the  answer  be  we  are  afraid  to  be  alone,  afraid  to  be  quiet?  Is 
silence  something  to  be  shunned  as  a plague?  An  old  proverb  has  it  that 
“from  the  tree  of  silence  hangs  its  fruit,  tranquillity.”  If  this  be  so,  no 
wonder  there  is  so  much  unrest  in  the  world  today. 

A great  big  slice  of  the  fruit  of  silence  is  what  many  of  us  need  now  if 
we  are  to  save  our  spiritual  values  — and  our  souls.  This  is  the  month  of 
the  Saint  of  Silence.  It  is  also  the  season  of  Lent.  Wouldn’t  it  be  a good 
time  to  cut  out  the  abuse  and  cut  down  the  use  of  this  medium  of  so-called 
recreation? 

But  aside  from  the  spiritual  motive,  why  not  practice  such  abstention  if 
only  as  a means  of  enjoying,  all  over  again,  the  society  of  your  own  family 
as  you  used  to  do  in  the  good  old  days  — B.T.? 

LEST  WE  FORGET  ^ 

With  this  issue  we  are  beginning  the  presentation  of  a monthly  pictorial  reminder  — 
full  page  — of  the  country  whose  spiritual  salvation  Scarboro  Mission  was  originally 
founded  to  further.  This  picture,  to  the  right,  represents  GOODNESS.  In  Chinese, 
the  word  for  woman  and  that  for  child  mean  GOOD. 
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IN  ACTION 


First  of  all,  let’s  get  acquainted.  Directly  below  is  Jubilarian  A.  J.  Mac- 
Donald, S.F.M.  On  page  eight  and  looking  from  left  to  right  we  meet  Fr. 
Michael  Dwyer,  S.F.M. ; Fr.  Charles  Cummins,  S.F.M. ; and  Fr.  Linus  Wall, 
S.F.M.  Thumb-nail  sketches  of  these  S.F.M’ers  will  be  found  on  the 
following  page.  Please  remember  them  in  your  prayers. 
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SCARBORO  IN  ACTION 

(See  picture-pages  8-9) 


ALEXANDER  J.  MACDON- 
ALD, S.F.M.  Thursday,  February 
24,  marked  the  twenty-fifth  anniver- 
sary of  Father  Sandy’s  ordination  to 
the  holy  priesthood.  During  his 
years  with  the  Society  he  has  held 
more  than  one  responsible  position 
in  its  government.  Circulation 
Manager  of  China  in  1930,  he  re- 
linquished that  post  to  become  the 
Seminary  bursar.  At  the  First  Gen- 
eral Chapter  of  the  Society,  held  in 
1941,  (of  which  he  was  an  ap- 
pointed member)  he  was  made 
Treasurer-General  and  a member 
of  the  Council.  Illness  forced  him 
to  resign  from  the  Treasurer-Gen- 
eralship in  1952.  At  present  he  is 
the  Seminary  Econome.  That  he 
may  enjoy  many  more  years  in  the 
service  of  God  is  the  earnest  and 
prayerful  wish  of  all  his  many 
friends. 

MICHAEL  B.  DWYER,  S.F.M. 
Father  Mike  is  gradually  attaining 
the  rank  of  old-timer , in  relation  to 
Society  affairs,  that  is.  Born  in 
sight  and  sound  of  the  sea  — in 
Halifax  — it  was  natural  that  he 
should  do  his  four-year  stint  during 
the  war  as  a Navy  Chaplain.  The 
mission  fields  of  Santo  Domingo 
(1947)  and  Japan  (1948-1954) 
were  scenes  of  his  foreign  mission 
activity.  Illness  of  a very  severe 
nature  compelled  his  return  to 
Canada.  An  alert  doctor  in  Hali- 
fax spotted  the  Asiatic  character  of 
his  sickness  and  put  him  on  the 
road  to  complete  recovery.  Fr. 


Michael  is  now  Spiritual  Director 
at  the  Seminary. 

CHARLES  CUMMINS,  S.F.M. 
September  1948  saw  Fr.  Charles 
begin  his  active  life,  as  a member 
of  the  Scarboro  Society,  in  Van- 
couver, B.C.,  at  the  Society’s  Chi- 
nese Mission  there.  A year  later  he 
left  for  Japan  and  the  language 
school  in  Tokyo.  On  completion 
of  his  studies  he  began  work  among 
the  Japanese  of  our  territory.  In 
1952  he  was  appointed  pastor  of 
the  parish  of  Aino.  The  needs  of 
the  Promotion  Department  re- 
quired someone  with  a working 
knowledge  of  things  Japanese,  so 
Fr.  Cummins  was  recalled  for  this 
important  service.  He  is  stationed 
at  Scarboro  House  in  Toronto. 

LINUS  WALL,  S.F.M.  Ordained 
in  June,  1949,  Fr.  Linus  left  in 
October  of  that  year  for  his  first 
assignment  which  was  to  the  mis- 
sion of  Santo  Domingo.  He  labour- 
ed there  for  the  appointed  three- 
year  term  and  then  returned  to  take 
a course  at  the  Catholic  University 
of  Washington  during  the  summer 
of  1952.  The  Fall  of  that  year 
saw  him  back  again  in  the  Domini- 
can Republic  where  he  was  sta- 
tioned at  Hato  Mayor.  Then  in 
1954  he  was  called  back  to  Canada 
for  chaplaincy  work  in  the  army. 
Now  he  goes  to  British  Guiana  to 
relieve  the  pressure  on  the  over- 
worked Scarboro  group  already  in 
that  field. 
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IN  A RED-CHINA  PRISON 

The  Mass  of  Father  Venadam 


On  December  26,  as  the  whistle 
sounded  the  rising  hour  and  I 
was  sitting  on  my  board  bed  recit- 
ing the  Rosary,  a small  packet  was 
dropped  into  my  cell.  On  opening 
it,  I discovered  that  it  contained  a 
small  bottle  of  Mass  wine  and  a 
piece  of  wheat  bread,  wrapped  in 
clean  white  paper.  On  one  side  of 
it  was  written  in  Latin  part  of  the 
Canon  of  the  Mass.  Was  it  a new 
sort  of  trick  by  which  my  captors 
hoped  to  catch  me  during  some 
future  questioning?  Since  my  cell 
was  subject  to  a search  every  other 
day,  I was  in  a dil- 
emma as  to  what  I 
should  do.  I finally 
decided  to  put  the 
bread  and  wine  in 
the  collar  of  an  old 
overcoat  the  Bishop 
had  sent  me  and 
there  I kept  it  for 
three  days.  Since  by 
the  29th  I had  not 
been  asked  anything 
about  it,  I said  Mass 
using  a clean  sweat 
shirt  for  an  altar- 
cloth,  a rice  bowl 
for  a chalice  and 
my  straw-covered 
bed  for  an  altar. 

Breakfast  (a  couple  of  bowls  of 
rice  gruel)  had  been  brought  in  as 
usual  and  placed  on  the  floor  of  the 
cell.  (It  is  forbidden  for  the  guard 

See  Jan.,  1955,  issue  for  complete  story 


or  anybody  else  to  accept  anything 
from  your  hands  or  for  you,  a 
prisoner,  to  accept  anything  from 
their  hands.)  So  while  pretending 
to  take  breakfast,  I actually  said 
Mass.  While  doing  so,  the  gentle- 
man who  had  thrown  the  Mass 
wine  and  bread  over  the  partition 
into  the  cell  on  December  26 
(evidently  an  ex-seminarian)  was 
again  walking  back  and  forth  in 
front  of  my  cell,  and  whether  he 
knew  or  not  I was  saying  Mass,  he 
was  singing  the  Kyrie  in  a low  tone 
of  voice. 

I carefully  hid  the 
little  bottle  that  con- 
tained the  Mass  wine 
under  a beam  and 
washed  the  ink  off 
the  paper  on  which 
had  been  written  the 
Canon  of  the  Mass. 

Never  being  asked 
about  the  incident  I 
concluded  that  the 
authorities  knew 
nothing  about  it.  If 
they  had,  I don’t 
know  what  they 
would  have  done. 
They  certainly  would 
have  asked  about  it. 
I could  only  guess  because,  as  it 
was,  I was  not  allowed  to  have  my 
Rosary  or  Breviary,  or  anything  of 
a religious  nature.  As  a matter  of 
fact,  I had  to  make  a Rosary  for  my- 
self with  the  fringe  of  a towel. 
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/^HURCH  steeples,  schools,  rectories!  You  pass  them  by  the  hundreds 
^ in  the  course  of  a drive  across  the  U.S.A.  And  this  one  now  looming 
up  on  the  left,  as  highway  40  wound  its  way  through  Cheyenne  Wells, 
Colorado,  was  just  another  small  town  church  no  different  from  the  rest. 
Yet  something  impelled  me  to  stop;  to  drop  in  this  fine  morning  just  to 
say  hello  to  the  Fathers.  Had  I not  done  so  I might  never  have  known 
the  concluding  chapter  in  the  dramatic  story  of  William  Hermanns. 

You  remember  him?  The  University  Professor  in  San  Jose,  California, 
who  had  wandered  for  forty  years  in  the  arid  desert  of  agnosticism;  who 
despised  all  things  Catholic  and  especially  the  devotion  of  Catholics  to 
the  Mother  of  God.  At  the  request  of  his  friend  Msgr.  Maher,  Pastor  of 
St.  Patrick’s  Church,  he  attended  the  Marian  Hour  the  evening  we  were 
there  with  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue.  It  proved  to  be  a turning  point  in 
his  life.  Some  time  later  he  wrote  a book  entitled  “Mary  and  the  Mocker’’, 
the  opening  chapter  of  which  was  an  apology  to  the  Blessed  Mother  for 
the  years  he  had  not  known  her. 

This  day,  in  Cheyenne  Wells,  I met  one  of  the  priests  who  had  been  at 
St.  Patrick’s  that  same  evening  and  who  knew  Mr.  Hermanns  well.  He 
told  me  that  he  is  now  in  Rome  studying  for  the  Priesthood.  [See  Crow's 
Nest,  April  1954.  Ed.] 

# # # 

One  of  the  highlights  of  this  3000  mile  return  trip  from  the  West  was 
our  third  visit  to  Immaculate  Conception  Convent,  Motherhouse  of  the 
Dominican  Sisters  at  Great  Bend,  Kansas.  We  have  a standing  invitation 
from  Mother  Aloysia  to  bring  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  to  Great  Bend  any  time 
we  pass  within  a reasonable  distance  and  on  each  of  the  three  visits  we 
received  a truly  royal  welcome.  This  latest  triduum  drew  about  8000 
people  from  a radius  of  approximately  150  miles.  All  services  were  held  at 
the  outdoor  Fatima  shrine  on  the  convent  grounds,  converted  for  the  occa- 
sion into  a miniature  “Cova”  and  from  the  time  of  arrival  on  Friday  after- 
noon till  departure  Monday  morning  an  uninterrupted  series  of  rosaries 


Page  Twelve 


SCARBORO 


was  recited  night  and  day.  The  statue  was  never  alone;  a constant  vigiL 
of  prayer,  at  the  cost  of  no  small  sacrifice,  was  maintained  by  the  Sisters- 
and  the  laity,  especially  the  Knights  of  Columbus  and  Daughters  of  Isa- 
bella. Day  and  night,  from  Great  Bend  itself  and  from  many  smaller 
towns  and  villages  within  the  area  people  came  at  all  hours,  individually, 
in  family  groups  or  organization  pilgrimages,  all  intent  upon  doing  their 
part  for  the  overthrow  of  Communism  and  peace  for  the  world. 

# # # 

To  preface  the  story  of  one  little  incident  that  attracted  much  atten- 
tion, let  me  explain  that  in  the  early  days  of  the  Pilgrimage  (not  so  much 
of  late,  whatever  may  be  the  reason)  we  had  grown  accustomed  to  a 
certain  amount  of  running  interference.  We  used  to  call  it  the  nuisance 
value  of  the  Devil.  Something  was  always  going  wrong.  The  car  would 
catch  fire.  Lights  would  go  out  in  rectories  and  churches  upon  our  arrival. 
Loud  speaking  systems,  never  out  of  order  before,  would  simply  refuse  to 
function  and  on  so  many  occasions  elevators  in  institutions  just  wouldn’t 
budge  while  the  statue  was  in  them.  (In  one  almost  ludicrous  instance 
in  the  new  St.  Agnes  Hospital,  White  Plains,  N.Y.  the  elevator  doors 
would  open  at  every  floor  except  the  one  where  we  were  supposed  to  get 
off.)  Well,  on  Sunday  evening  the  Sisters  asked  me  to  tell  them  a few 
stories  about  the  highlights  of  our  seven-year  tour  and  in  the  course  of  the 
recreation  hour  conference  I mentioned  this  business,  especially  the  story 
of  the  elevators.  Next  morning,  when  we  took  the  statue  to  their  own 
hospital  beside  the  convent,  their  own  elevator  went  on  strike.  While  we 
had  been  visiting  some  of  the  patients  with  Father  Coughlan  on  many 
occasions  during  the  three  day  stay  it  had  shown  no  sign  of  trouble.  But 
this  morning  we  had  to  carry  the  statue  up  the  stairs  while  a repair  man 
put  it  back  in  condition.  By  the  time  we  were  ready  to  leave  he  had  gone 
after  pronouncing  the  elevator  in  perfect  running  order.  We  got  in,  at 
the  third  floor.  Father  Coughlan  pulled  every  gadget  in  sight  but  it 
wouldn’t  move.  Once  more  we  had  to  carry  the  statue  downstairs.  In  this 
connection  I may  add  that  on  one  occasion,  driving  from  Oklahoma  City 
to  Elk  City  we  escaped  by  one  minute  and  a half  a sudden  flash  flood  that 
drowned  eleven  people,  submerged  fifty  cars  and  left  dozens  hanging  from 
the  trees  and  telegraph  poles. 

# # * 

Another  interesting  visit  on  the  way  home  was  to  Blessed  Sacrament 
Church, Kansas  City,  Kansas,  for  a triduum  of  Marian  devotion.  It  was 
truly  unforgettable.  We  have  visited  many  churches  in  the  course  of  this 
tour  but  there  was  something  about  the  spirit  of  the  people  of  Blessed 
Sacrament  parish  that  impressed  us  as  truly  “different.”  We  soon  found 
out  why.  In  this  church,  night  and  day  since  1952,  perpetual  adoration 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  has  continued  without  a moment’s  interruption. 
On  looking  over  the  list  of  adorers  with  Father  Spurlock  the  Pastor,  I 
noticed  that  his  name  as  well  as  that  of  his  assistant,  was  down  many 
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times  for  the  “graveyard  shift”,  an  hour  between  midnight  and  six  a.m. 
Small  wonder  that  the  Fatima  triduum  here  was  such  an  outstanding 
success.  Can  anyone  imagine  anything  that  would  give  more  consolation 
to  the  heart  of  Mary  than  to  see  her  children  thronging  round  her  Divine 
Son  in  the  Sacrament  of  His  love! 

* * * 

It  was  at  Great  Bend  that  we  had  the  privilege  of  meeting  another 
truly  remarkable  priest  in  the  person  of  Father  Thomas  Martin,  S.J. 
Father  Martin  teaches  at  the  Jesuit  College  in  St.  Mary’s,  Kansas  and 
between  times  he  lectures  on  the  message  of  Fatima.  He  is  sixty-eight 
years  of  age  and  has  no  car;  yet  it  is  nothing  unusual  to  see  him  boarding 
a bus  carrying  sound-movie  equipment  weighing  nearly  two  hundred 
pounds,  on  his  way  to  some  place  for  a showing  of  the  Fatima  film.  We 
had  invited  him  to  give  one  of  the  talks  during  the  triduum  at  Kansas 
City  and  he  had  agreed,  but  just  before  it  began  he  had  been  sent  to 
Beaver,  Kansas,  a place  300  miles  away,  to  replace  a priest  who  had 
suddenly  been  taken  to  hospital.  Since  he  had  to  take  the  parish  Mass 
each  morning  it  looked  as  if  he  would  be  unable  to  be  in  Kansas  City, 
but  lo  and  behold,  as  we  were  going  into  church  at  7.25  the  last  evening, 
in  walked  Father  Martin.  He  had  boarded  a train  at  1 1 o’clock  that  morn- 
ing; had  had  nothing  to  eat  all  day  yet  he  attended  the  closing  Marian 
Hour,  gave  a most  inspiring  talk  on  the  message  of  Fatima,  entrained 
again  that  night  at  eleven  and  after  sitting  up  all  night  arrived  back  in 
Beaver  in  time  for  the  7.00  morning  Mass.  When  we  commented  upon  the 
arduous  nature  of  his  journey,  Father  Martin’s  answer  really  gave  us  food 
for  thought.  “We  must  do  something,  as  well  as  talk  about  Fatima,”  he 
said  in  all  simplicity.  “I  believe”  he  added,  “that  people  on  the  whole 
are  not  doing  enough.”  Think  it  over,  folks.  People  are  not  doing  enough. 
Perhaps  that  is  why  the  prospect  of  peace  is  still  so  uncertain  while  Com- 
munism seems  to  be  taking  over  the  world. 


Shoo  Shoo,  Father! 


In  our  parish  the  excitement  of  congratulating  the  newly-consecrated 
bishop  was  in  full  swing.  Clergymen  from  far  and  wide,  had  come  to  con- 
gratulate him  and  wish  him  well.  They  crowded  around  him  after  the 
ceremony,  and  there  was  much  hand-shaking,  rejoicing  and  jostling. 

Suddenly  the  bishop  turned  to  a priest  behind  him.  He  had  been  a 
seminary  classmate  of  the  bishop  and  had  come  a long  way  for  the 
consecration. 

“Father,  do  you  have  a return  ticket  to  your  city?”  the  bishop  asked  him. 

“Yes,  Your  Excellency,”  was  the  reply. 

Graciously  smiling,  His  Excellency  gave  his  first  command,  “Then  please, 
Father,  step  off  my  train.”  — Mrs.  B.  Filben  in  Catholic  Digest 
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The  Cross  of  Christ,  the  Widow's  Mite 
Together  rend  the  pagan  Night. 


Your  Scorboro  mite-box  con  help 


An  Appreciation: 


Mon$i$nor 

McRae 


by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 

T met  Father  John  E.  McRae 

some  thirty  years  ago.  As  a young 
seminarian  at  St.  Augustine’s  Sem- 
inary I had  crossed  the  held  one 
night  to  China  Mission  Seminary 
to  see  if  he  would  accept  me  among 
the  dozen  students  he  then  directed 
at  the  Mission  Seminary.  Two 
years  later  he  himself  answered  the 
door  when  I presented  myself  to 
begin  my  Theological  studies  at  St. 
Francis  Xavier  Seminary.  Thus 
began  an  intimate  friendship  which 
lias  enriched  my  life,  as  it  has  the 
lives  of  dozens  of  other  priests. 

It  was  my  privilege  to  continue 
into  the  first  ten  years  of  my  priest- 
hood the  happiness  of  living  within 
seminary  walls  associated  with  the 
great  priest  who  had  prepared  me 
to  be  a missionary.  As  a student 
under  Father  McRae  I regarded 
him,  as  did  all  my  companions,  as 
a very  kind  and  wise  Father.  It 
thrills  me  even  yet  to  remember  his 
familiar  mode  of  address  as  he  gave 
us  the  daily  spiritual  lectures  by 
beginning  with  “my  dear  boys”.  It 
is  this  fond  relationship,  I think, 
which  is  part  of  the  memory  that 


one  hundred  Scarboro  priests  will 
always  have  of  Father  John  McRae. 
It  became  sort  of  a “trademark”  of 
the  Seminary.  On  occasions  such  as 
his  birthday,  when  his  students 
would  present  him  with  written 
greetings,  they  were  always  signed 
from  “Your  Boys”. 

“Doctor”  McRae  we  called  him 
then.  Even  after  Rome  had  twice 
honoured  him  and  elevated  him  to 
the  highest  form  of  Monsignorship, 
it  was  the  old  familiar  term  we 
used  when  speaking  of  (but  not  to) 
him.  In  recent  years  we  added  to 
his  title  the  word  “old”  — used  with 
all  that  the  term  can  connote  of 
affection  and  esteem  and  respect. 
“The  Old  Doc”  was  a mode  of  ex- 
pression among  ourselves  that  signi- 
fied our  hearts  were  entirely  de- 
voted to  our  beloved  Superior.  Now 
that  he  is  dead,  and  we  look  for 
some  explanation  of  the  hold  he 
had  on  the  affections  of  us  all  we 
agree  that  it  was  his  wonderful 
capacity  of  treating  us  always  like 
men.  He  taught  us  well,  and  he 
expected  us  to  live  up  to  his  teach- 
ings. He  wasn’t  “soft”.  That,  in- 
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BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH 

Right  Reverend  John  E.  McRae  was  horn  on 
April  9th,  1875,  at  Moulinette,  Ont.  His  early 
education  was  received  in  the  Separate  and 
High  Schools  at  Cornwall.  He  was  an  alumnus 
of  St.  Michael’s  College,  Toronto,  and  the 
Grand  Seminary,  Montreal.  He  was  ordained 
priest  on  July  17th,  1898,  at  Glen  Nevis,  Ont., 
by  Bishop  Alex.  McDonell,  and  then  went  to 
Rome  for  post-graduate  studies.  Returning  from 
the  Eternal  City  in  1901  with  his  Doctorate  of 
Canon  Law,  he  was  stationed  at  the  Cathedral 
in  Alexandria  till  1908  when  he  was  appointed 
pastor  of  St.  Andrew’s  West.  In  1922  he  be- 
came Rector  of  St.  Finnan’s  Cathedral  in 
Alexandria  and  Chancellor  of  the  Diocese. 
Whilst  in  that  post  he  was  selected  by  the 
Bishops  of  Ontario  to  guide  the  destinies  of  the 
newly-formed  Foreign  Mission  Seminary  at  Scar- 
boro  Bluffs.  Created  a Domestic  Prelate  in 
1939,  he  was  further  honoured  in  1949  by  being 
elevated  to  the  dignity  of  a Protonotary 
Apostolic  on  completion  of  25  years  as  Superior 
and  eight  years  as  first  Superior-General  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  He  resigned 
that  office  in  1949  and  lived  in  retirement  at 
the  Society’s  Motherhouse.  Although  totally 
blind,  he  had  the  privilege  of  celebrating  Mass 
and  did  so  on  the  very  day  of  his  death,  Feb. 
5th,  1955.  A brother.  Rev.  Charles  McRae, 
pre-deceased  him  five  years  ago,  and  his  older 
brother  survives  him.  Monsignor  Albert  McRae, 
Vicar-General  of  Alexandria  Diocese  and  Pastor 
of  St.  Andrew’s  West.  Monsignor  John  McRae 
is  buried  in  St.  Andrew’s  West. 


deed,  was  the  last  thing  anyone 
would  accuse  him  of.  He  knew 
how  to  temper  strict  discipline  with 
a rare  understanding  of  priests  and 
seminarians.  He  could  “size  up  a 
fellow”  with  unerring  judgment. 
Those  of  us  who  lived  with  him  for 
long  years  learned  to  trust  his  al- 
most uncanny  capability  in  that 
regard. 

I am  sure  that  when  the  notice 
of  his  death  was  cabled  to  Japan, 
and  Santo  Domingo,  and  British 
Guiana  and  the  Bahamas,  and  to 
places  in  Canada  and  the  United 
States  where  Scarboro  priests  are  at 


Rt.  Rev.  J.  E.  McRae,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


work,  there  were  tears  shed  by 
seasoned  missionaries  as  they  re- 
minisced about  the  occasions  when 
“the  Doc  said  this”  or  “the  Doc  did 
that”.  Certainly,  if  the  thing  said 
or  done  was  not  noteworthy  in  it- 
self, the  manner  of  the  doing  or 
saying  was  worth  remembering. 
Father  McRae  was  a big  man.  He 
had  tremendous  energy,  and  he 
gave  evidence  of  it  in  his  brusque 
Scotch  way.  Even  his  vesting  for 
Mass  was  something  to  see!  He  used 
as  much  “finesse”  in  squashing 
some  insect  buzzing  around  in  the 
( Continued  on  page  30) 
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Preaching  the  message  of  Fatima  in  numerous  countries  of  the  Caribbean  and  else- 
where, Fr.  Moore  has  seen  countless  examples  of  hidden  heroism.  “Through  Pain  to 
Paradise”  reveals  two  of  them.  Pictures  are  of  Fr.  Pat  busy  at  his  labour  of  love* 


through  pain  to  paradise 


By  PATRICK  J.  MOORE,  S.F.M. 

TJor  a few  days  I have  been 
more  or  less  marooned  in  the 
little  Indian  village  of  Kyuquot, 
on  the  West  Pacific  Coast  of  British 
Columbia.  Father  Lobsinger,  an 
Oblate  Father,  whose  home  is  in 
Brantford,  Ontario,  is  the  zealous 
and  courageous  missionary  here. 
He  lives  alone  in  a little  room  be- 
hind his  church,  and  cooks  his  own 


meals.  He  has  a number  of  Indian 
and  White  missions  along  the 
coast,  which  he  reaches  by  a small 
launch,  called  “Kateri”,  after  the 
“Lily  of  the  Mohawks”,  Kateri 
Tekawitha.  As  soon  as  the  stormy 
Pacific  calms  down  we  will  move 
off  in  his  launch  to  visit  all  his 
missions,  with  the  “Pilgrim  Statue” 
of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  which, 
since  early  October  1954,  has  been 
in  the  Diocese  of  His  Excellency 
Bishop  Hill,  in  Victoria,  B.C. 


Page  Eighteen 


As  we  sat  down  this  evening  to 
Father’s  delicious  supper  of  hard- 
boiled  eggs  and  boiled  potatoes, 
some  very  sad  news  came  into  the 
little  room  over  the  radio,  and  into 
my  heart.  It  said  that  Frederick 
Snite  had  died.  He  who  had  lived 
in  an  iron  lung  since  1936,  had 
died  in  his  sleep,  in  Miami  Beach, 
Florida. 

Some  of  the  readers  of  “Scarboro 
Missions”  may  recall  that  I wrote 
an  article  for  our  magazine,  back 
in  1938,  telling  how  I met  Freder- 
ick in  the  General  Hospital,  in 
Shanghai,  China,  in  June,  1937.  He 
had  been  afflicted  with  polio  in  the 
Spring  of  1936,  at  Peiping,  China, 
while  on  a trip  around  the  world 
with  members  of  his  family.  At 
that  time  there  were  six  iron  lungs 
in  the  world.  One,  the  only  one 
on  the  continent  of  Asia,  was  in  a 
hospital  in  Peiping.  No  one  had 
lived  more  than  a few  hours  in  one 
of  them,  up  to  this  time.  Doctors 
said  he  could  not  possibly  live  until 
the  next  morning.  He  had  been 
prepared  for  death  with  the  Last 
Sacraments.  But  he  was  to  prove 
that  a whole  lifetime  may  be  spent 


in  an  iron  lung;  for  not  until  to- 
day, November  12,  did  his  life  end. 

Fourteen  months  after  Frederick 
was  stricken,  on  ^Sunday,  June  6, 
1937,  to  be  exact,  he  was  in  Shang- 
hai, waiting  to  be  taken  aboard  the 
boat,  President  Coolidge,  to  return 
to  the  United  States  and  home, 
when  unexpected  circumstances 
arose.  I was  also  in  Shanghai,  and, 
due  to  illness,  was  leaving  the  next 
day,  June  7,  on  the  President 
Grant,  for  home.  Frederick’s  fam- 
ily were  anxious  to  have  a priest 
near  him  during  the  Pacific  cross- 
ing. It  so  happened  that  my  Su- 
perior in  China,  Msgr.  McGrath, 
was  very  ill  three  doors  from  Fred- 
erick’s room  in  Shanghai  General 
Hospital.  With  his  permission  I 
was  transferred  to  Frederick’s  boat 
and  returned  with  him  to  Chicago. 

It  is  not  my  purpose,  here,  to  go 
into  detail  about  that  trip,  or  the 
intervening  years  since  then.  I will 
say,  however,  that  all  through  these 
eighteen  years  Frederick  has  been  a 
source  of  deep  inspiration  for  me. 
I felt  I knew  the  soul  of  a man 
who,  through  patient  resignation, 
attained  a high  degree  of  sanctity. 
His  unselfish  offering  of  his  suffer- 
ing for  souls  reached  out  into  the 
Mystical  Body  of  Christ,  to  inspire 
perhaps  thousands  to  bear  their 
sufferings  and  trials  with  resigna- 
tion and  merit.  Many  souls  have  re- 
turned to  Grace  through  coming 
to  see  him,  or  through  his  offering 
of  prayers  and  sacrifices  for  them. 
I know  of  singular  examples  of 
this,  which,  at  this  time  I do  not 
wish  to  write  about. 
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In  April,  1938,  I saw  Frederick, 
before  he  took  that  memorable  trip 
to  Lourdes.  He  told  me,  then,  that 
he  prayed  to  get  better,  if  it  should 
be  God’s  will,  but  he  almost  feared 
to  lose  the  peace  of  soul  which  he 
then  possessed.  He  felt,  for  the 
present  at  least,  he  was  living  his 
vocation. 

After  his  trip  to  Lourdes  he  said 
he  had  gone  to  give  thanks  to  God, 
through  His  Holy  Mother,  for  be- 
ing preserved  until  then  and  for  all 
the  Graces  which  had  been  given 
him.  He  said,  in  leaving  the  at- 
mosphere of  Lourdes  and  looking 
back,  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  left  a 
little  bit  of  heaven. 

The  summer  of  1938  he  was  mar- 
ried to  a very  devoted  young  wo- 
man, who  married  him  because  she 
loved  him  and  realized  that  in  mar- 
riage there  is  also  a spiritual  union. 
They  were  blessed  with  three  lovely 
daughters. 

I saw  Frederick  again  in  1942. 
It  was  my  first  time  to  see  him  in 
the  chest  respirator,  in  which  he 
could  take  a few  steps,  with  help, 
and  remain  out  of  the  large  lung 
for  long  intervals.  Since  that  year 
I have  visited  him,  coming  and 
going  on  my  journeying  with  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima’s  “Pilgrim  Statue’’. 
The  last  visit,  with  him  and  his 
family  was  in  March,  1954,  when 
I stopped  between  planes  in 
Miami,  Florida. 

The  nightly,  family  Rosary  was 
a “must”  in  his  normal  home  life. 
He  was  very  devoted  to  Our  Lady 
and  lived  in  the  pattern  of  St. 


Louis  De  Montfort’s  “True  Devo- 
tion to  the  Blessed  Virgin”. 

His  name  has  been  enclosed  at 
the  foot  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin 
Statue  for  six  years,  one  of  thou- 
sands, who  have  given  me  their 
names  through  the  years,  with  pro- 
mises to  offer  sufferings  and  certain 
prayers  to  help  Our  Lady  influence 
souls  wherever  Her  “Pilgrim 
Statue”  goes. 
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I cannot  write  of  Frederick  Snite 
without  speaking  about  another 
young  man,  who  was  less  known, 
perhaps,  but  had  similar  courage 
and  faith,  and  who  was  a great 
inspiration  to  me  and  to  many 
others. 

Lloyd  Quinlivan,  whose  home 
was  in  Toronto,  Canada,  was 
stricken  with  polio  in  1937.  He 
was  twelve  or  thirteen  years  of  age 
at  the  time. 

When  I returned  to  Scarboro 
Bluffs,  after  accompanying  Fred- 
erick home  to  Chicago  from  China, 
I learned  about  this  young  boy, 
who  was,  at  that  time,  in  Sick  Chil- 
dren’s Hospital,  Toronto.  He  had 
already  been  in  an  iron  lung  for 
several  months.  I made  it  my  busi- 
ness to  meet  his  mother  and  father 
and  to  obtain  permission  to  see 
him.  Thereafter,  through  the  years, 
“Lloydy”  and  I were  close  friends. 
He  died  in  Mercy  Hospital,  Sunny- 
side,  in  November,  1953. 

Lloyd  had  remained  in  Sick  Chil- 
dren’s hospital  for  some  time  after 
he  was  stricken,  then  was  taken  to 
a hospital  in  Weston.  I visited 
him  there  several  times,  in  1938-’39 
and  ’40.  Then  he  was  removed  to 
Mercy  Hospital,  under  the  care  of 
the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  He,  also, 
offered  his  life  of  patience  and 
resignation  for  my  priestly  work  for 
souls.  He,  like  Frederick,  always 
had  the  first  smile  for  any  one  who 
came  near  him,  and  neither  of 
them  were  ever  known  to  complain. 

When  I began  the  tour  in  the 
Dominican  Republic,  with  the 
third  “Pilgrim  Virgin’’  Statue  of 
Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  Lloyd’s  name 


was  placed  in  the  golden  heart  at 
the  foot  of  Her  image.  He  fol- 
lowed the  trail  of  the  “Pilgrim 
Virgin’’  through  the  Caribbean 
Islands  and  South  America  and  up 
to  Alaska.  He  had  in  his  room  a 
picture  of  me  with  Our  Lady’s 
Statue,  where  he  could  see  it  each 
morning  and  offer  the  day  for  my 
work  and  for  souls.  He  saved 
stamps  with  another  young  man, 
who  wheeled  himself  into  his  room, 
and  placed  stamps  in  two  albums, 
one  for  himself  and  one  for  Lloyd. 
When  I was  at  the  Vatican,  in 
May,  1948,  for  the  audience  with 
the  Holy  Father,  I arranged  with 
a Swiss  Guard  to  send  them  both 
some  Vatican  stamps.  Through  the 
next  five  years,  until  he  died,  I 
wrote  Lloyd  from  many  countries 
and  sent  him  stamps.  He  answered 
me  through  the  kind  help  of  a 
good  Sister. 

I returned  from  Alaska  on  Sep- 
tember 14,  1951,  to  begin  a tour  of 
the  Hamilton,  Ontario,  Diocese. 
On  the  way  from  Scarboro  Bluffs  I 
visited  Lloyd  at  Sunnyside  and  for 
the  first  time  he  saw  the  “Pilgrim 
Virgin’’  Statue,  whose  tour  he  had 
been  following  for  some  125,000 
miles. 

In  the  Fall  of  1953  I began  a 
tour  of  the  London,  Ontario,  Dio- 
cese. But  I was  back  in  Toronto 
on  Rosary  Sunday,  October  4th, 
and  saw  Lloyd  for  the  last  time. 
In  November  I learned  he  had 
gone  to  see  Our  Lady  of  fair  love, 
in  person. 

During  the  past  six  or  more 
years  many  patient  sufferers  have 
died,  whose  names  are  at  the  foot 
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of  Our  Lady’s  Statue.  I had  met 
them  in  many  parts  of  the  world. 
I feel  that  they  are  praying  and 
following  my  Fatima  Pilgrimages 
from  heaven.  Among  them,  and 
far  from  being  the  least,  are  Lloyd 
Quinlivan  and  Frederick  Snite. 

Only  in  eternity  will  it  be 
known  how  many  souls  received 


the  grace  of  conversion  and  the 
inspiration  to  place  all  their  hope 
in  God's  love,  and  faith  in  the 
Resurrection  of  the  Body,  and  an 
eternal  reward,  through  the  gen- 
erous prayers  and  resigned  suffer- 
ings of  these  dear  people  whom 
God  must  love  so  much. 


A Word  About  the  Author 

Fr.  Patrick' Moore,  member  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
of  Canada,  was  ordained  in  1934.  For  nearly  two  years  afterwards 
he  was  engaged  in  work  in  North  Bay  and  Whitby,  Ont.  Never  robust, 
a year  in  China  brought  on  serious  illness  which  necessitated  his 
return  to  Canada.  For  a few  years  he  was  assistant  to  Msgr.  McGrath 
on  the  American  Fatima  Statue  Pilgrimage.  Since  1950  he  has  been 
conducting  a second  tour  with  the  Fatima  statue  which  he  obtained 
for  Scarboro  Missions  in  Santo  Domingo. 


— WANTED  URGENTLY  — 

We  would  appreciate  receiving  copies  of  "Scarboro  Missions"  of  the  date 
January,  1954.  Thank  you. 
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Mother  told  Bobby  he  should  give  up 
something  for  Lent. 

Bobby,  a notorious  candy-lover  thought 
it  over. 

“What  are  you  and  Daddy  giving  up?” 
. he  asked. 

“Liquor,”  Mother  replied. 

“But,  Mommy,  I saw  you  both  take  a 
drink  at  dinner.” 

“That  was  wine,  Bobby.” 

“Well,  then,”  Bobby  decided  after  a 
moment’s  deliberation,  “I  think  I’ll  lay 
off  hard  candy.” — Coronet 


It  was  out  on  the  rifle  range,  and  the 
green  recruits  were  curdling  the  blood  of 
the  tough  old  Army  rifle  instructor.  He 
stomped  over  to  the  prone  form  of  one 
rookie  whose  misses  were  nothing  short 
of  spectacular. 

“Son,  where  the  blazes  are  your  shots 
going?”  the  sergeant  bellowed  in  his 
finest  tones. 

The  rookie  looked  up  innocently.  “I 
dunno,  sir,”  he  replied.  “They’re  leaving 
this  end  all  right.” — Pageant 


The  caravan  made  its  way  slowly  over 
the  burning  desert.  Two  camels  trudged 
along  side  by  side.  Finally,  one  of  them 
looked  around  furtively  and  spoke.  “I 
don’t  care  what  anybody  says,”  he 
whispered.  “I’m  thirsty!” — Margie  Blake 

» » » 

A little  girl  was  seated  on  the  front 
porch  when  a salesman  approached. 
“Mother  at  home,  little  girl?”  he  in- 
quired. 

“Yes,  she  is,”  the  child  replied. 

The  salesman  rang  the  doorbell.  There 
was  no  response.  He  rang  it  several 
times  more,  without  results.  Somewhat 
vexed,  he  turned  to  the  child.  “Didn’t 


you  say  your  mother  was  home?”  he 
frowned. 

“Yes,  I’m  sure  she  is,”  the  girl  nodded. 

“Then  why  doesn’t  she  answer  my 
ring?” 

“She  will  when  you  ring  our  bell,” 
said  the  girl.  “We  live  across  the  street.” 

— Pageant 


An  old  lady  at  the  zoo  was  sitting  on 
a camel,  while  the  keeper  was  trying 
vainly  to  make  the  beast  move.  At  last 
the  old  lady  got  off  and  started  to  pet  it, 
but  still  it  would  not  budge.  Suddenly, 
however,  it  got  up  and  went  running  off 
at  a great  speed.  Frantically,  the  keeper 
turned  to  the  old  lady.  “What  did  you 
do  to  him?”  he  demanded. 

“I  only  tickled  his  back,”  she  simpered. 

“Then  you’d  better  tickle  mine,”  said 
the  keeper.  “I’ve  got  to  catch  him! 

— Harry  Fawcett 

» » » 

The  prim  old  lady  awaiting  her  turn 
in  the  bakery  shop  smiled  brightly  at  the 
little  daughter  of  the  proprietor.  “My, 

my,”  she  said,  “you’re  a well-behaved 

girl.  Don’t  you  ever  feel  tempted  to  eat 
some  of  these  delicious  cookies?” 

“Oh,  no!”  replied  the  youngster  with  a 
self-righteous  air.  “I’ve  been  taught  never 
to  do  a thing  like  that.  I only  lick  them.” 

— Coronet 

» » » 

The  old  river-boat  captain  was  brag- 
ging to  a passenger. 

“Yep,”  he  said  proudly,  “I  really  know 
this  river  like  the  palm  of  my  hand. 
There  ain’t  a sand  bar  in  it  that  I ain’t 
familiar  with.” 

Just  then  the  boat  ran  aground  with  a 
sickening  lurch. 

“See,”  he  said  calmly,  “there’s  one  of 
’em  now.” — Bill  Yates,  Laughing  On  the 
Inside  (Dell  Publishing  Co.) 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


. ^ 


Dear  Girls  and  Boys, 

How  goes  it  with  you?  Busy  at  your  essay  for  the  contest?  Remember 
there  are  twenty  prizes;  there’s  one  for  you ! So  let’s  go,  go,  go! 

You  have  noticed,  haven’t  you,  that  we  have  dropped  the  name  of 
Rose  Garden  for  our  part  of  the  magazine?  Our  new  name  is  The  Little 
Flower’s  Junior  Missionaries.  You  see,  a garden  is  a spot  in  which  we 
rest  or,  perhaps,  play.  Now  is  the  time  for  work  and  sacrifice  of  the  quiet 
non-stop  kind  the  Little  Flower  engaged  in.  Like  her,  you  must  do  what 
you  do  for  love  of  God  and  souls. 

Membership  cards  are  no  longer  necessary.  Today,  old  and  young  must 
lend  a shoulder  to  the  millions  of  poor,  starving  pagans,  bringing  hope 
into  their  lives  and  salvation  to  their  souls.  We  certainly  don’t  need  cards 
for  that!  When  you  turn  out  the  light  at  night  and  are  tucked  away 
safely  in  your  warm  beds,  I want  you  to  think  for  a moment  of  the  crea- 
tures of  God  you  helped  that  day,  even  though  they  are  thousands  of  miles 
away.  Then,  if  you  like,  say  quietly  to  yourself:  “Thank  God  for  this  bed, 
and  roof  over  my  head,  and  have  mercy  on  all  who  don’t  have  them.” 
Yes,  I say  it  too,  every  night.  Will  you? 

Did  you  ever  hear  a playmate  crying,  “I’ve  got  a see-crettt!  I’ve  got  a 
see-crettt!”  Fractures  you,  doesn't  it?  So,  I’ll  let  you  in  on  mine.  As  soon 
as  possible  — either  April  or  May  — we  are  going  to  have  a new  feature 
for  our  section  — stories!  Real  good  ones,  too  . . . Lemme  go,  lemme  go, 
lemme  go,  children!  That’s  all  I’m  going  to  tell  you  about  it  now. 

Please  keep  up  the  good  work,  J.  M.’ers!  Pray  for  our  priests  — your 
missionaries  — who  are  leaving  this  month  for  far-away  places.  And  pray 
for  me  as  I do  for  all  of  you. 

As  ever, 


Father  Jim. 
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BOYS  AND  GIRLS! 

An  Essay  Contest  For  You ! 

► SECOND  AND  LAST  PUBLICATION  4 

TWO  SETS  OF  CASH  PRIZES! 

TWO  AGE  GROUPS! 

ONE  CONDITION  ONLY! 

HERE’S  ALL  YOU  HAVE  TO  DO  . . . 

In  no  more  than  five  hundred  words  write  an  essay  in  which  the  following  points 
are  treated: 

a)  I think  the  purpose  of  Scar  boro  Missions  magazine  is 

b)  What  I like  about  Scarboro  Missions  is 

c)  What  I don’t  like  about  it  is 

d)  What,  in  the  future,  I would  like  to  see  in  it  for  my  father,  mother,  sister, 
and  brother. 

Now,  get  busy  and  ask  them  lots  of  questions;  talk  it  over  before  you  start  writing. 
Neatness  and  clearness  of  writing  are  also  points  on  which  your  essay  will  be  judged. 
The  use  of  a typewriter  will  not  bring  any  extra  points;  we  want  to  be  fair  to  all  boys 
and  girls,  and  as  you  know,  many  can’t  afford  to  own  one. 


AGE  GROUPS  AND  PRIZES 


Ages  9 to  11  inclusive: 

1st  Prize  $25.00 

2nd  Prize  15.00 

3rd  Prize  10.00 

4th  to  10th,  each  a plastic  crucifix. 


Ages  12  to  14  inclusive: 


1st  Prize  $25.00 

2nd  Prize  15.00 

3rd  Prize  10.00 


4th  to  10th,  each  a plastic  crucifix. 


ONE  CONDITION  FOR  ENTRY 

All  contestants  must  be  subscribers  to  Scarboro  Missions  with  expiry  date  not  earlier 
than  December,  1955.  See  the  next  page  for  form  to  be  sent  in  with  your  essay. 
Your  essay  must  be  countersigned  by  either  your  father  or  mother.  Only  in  the  case 
of  orphans  will  a teacher’s  signature  be  accepted. 


y THIS  CONTEST  CLOSES  MARCH  31,  1955  AT  MIDNIGHT  4 
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==  HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  = 

Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices  which 
they  have  offered  for  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  the 
following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribution  to  our  work 
and  such  aid  is  hereby  happily  acknowledged. 

ONTARIO: 

De  La  Salle  “Oaklands”, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Francis  School, 

Smith  Falls,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Tillsonburg,  Ont. 

Our  ILady  of  Mercy  School, 

Coniston,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  Altar  Boys, 

Aylmer,  Ont. 

Corpus  Christi  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 


Form  1.  (For  those  already  receiving  Scarboro  Missions  at  home  and  whose  expiry 
date  comes  before  December,  1955.) 

Enclosed  please  find  $ which  brings  my  family’s  subscription  up  to  (at 

least)  December,  1955.  This  will  entitle  me  to  enter  the  Contest. 

My  name  is 

and  I was  born  on  the day  of 

in  the  year I now  live  at  No (St.,  Ave.) 

in 


St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Stratford,  Ont. 

Holy  Family  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  James  School, 
Colgan,  Ont. 

St.  Ann’s  School, 

Port  Dalhousie,  Ont. 

ALBERTA: 

R.  C.  School, 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy, 
Compeer,  Alta. 


Form  2.  (For  new  subscribers.) 

Enclosed  please  find  $ for year(s)  subscription  to  Scarboro 

Missions.  This  will  entitle  me  to  enter  the  Contest. 

My  name  is 

and  I was  born  on  the day  of 

in  the  year I now  live  at  No. (St.,  Ave.) 

in 

N.B. — No  form  is  necessary  for  those  whose  subscription  is  paid  up  to,  or  past, 
December,  1955.  Just  send  in  the  back  page  of  either  February  or  March  issue 
of  Scarboro  Missions  and  be  sure  to  enclose  your  birth  date  and  present  address. 


MISSIONS 
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“Barging”  down  the  river 
on  a late  mid-afternoon. 


british  guiana 
travelwise 


Just  up  in  the  corner  of  this  page 
is  pictured  the  Very  Rev.  Edward 
Moriarty,  S.F.M.,  and  companion. 
It’s  not  a jetty  they  are  sitting  on, 
but  a barge.  Tugs  are  being 
changed;  then  they  will  resume 
their  journey  on  the  Berbice  river. 
Itself  is  in  British  Guiana.  Move 
across  this  page  and  then  up  — 
there’s  your  barge  and  it  carries  a 
lot  of  your  kitchen  utensils.  How 
come?  Well,  that  white  stuff  is 
bauxite,  the  principal  source  of 
aluminum.  If  you  should  like  your 


definitions  tough,  just  call  it  ferric 
hydroxid. 

The  train  is  the  West  Coast  De- 
marara  popular  means  of  trans- 
portation. The  plane  represents  the 
only  link  between  the  coastal  areas 
and  the  interior.  What  lies  in  that 
dark  impenetrable  fastness?  Soon 
our  Scarboro  Fathers  will  be 
writing  in  to  tell  us.  By  the  way, 
next  month  Joseph  Moriarty, 
S.F.M.,  will  take  us  on  a conducted 
tour  around  Port  Mourant.  Be 
sure  to  read  it. 
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AN  APPRECIATION  OF  MSGR.  McRAE:  — ( Continued  from  page  17) 


chapel  as  he  might  in  crawling  in 
behind  a faulty  furnace  to  repair 
it.  At  both  he  tried  his  hand  often, 
to  our  bemused  appreciation.  He 
just  didn’t  seem  to  do  anything  in 
an  ordinary  way— there  was  “gusto” 
in  all  his  ways. 

It  was  the  heart  of  the  man  that 
made  us  love  him.  He  shared  with 
us  his  vast  scholarship  and  his  sane 
appreciation  of  the  Priesthood.  He 
knew  what  he  was  training  us  for, 
and  he  followed  with  personal 
interest  the  lives  of  each  of  his 
spiritual  sons.  In  visits  to  the 
Orient  and  to  Latin  America  he 
saw  for  himself  how  we  responded 
in  our  missionary  lives  to  the  hopes 
he  had  for  us.  And  it  is  my  belief 
that  very  few  religious  Superiors 
ever  received  such  personal  letters 
from  his  subjects  as  did  Dr.  McRae 
— and  very  few  subjects  received 
such  intimate  replies. 

It  is  noteworthy  that  right  up  to 
the  day  of  his  death  he  had  a young 
man’s  enthusiasm  for  life  around 
him.  The  young  seminarian-infir- 
marian  who  was  the  last  to  speak 
with  him  could  enjoy  his  remarks 
about  recent  hockey  games  and  his 
“kidding”  about  the  “poor  priests” 
who  had  been  defeated  by  the  stu- 
dents in  a challenge  game.  Any- 


thing that  interested  a student  was 
also  of  interest  to  the  old  and 
(lately)  blind  Monsignor.  He  kept 
youthful  in  spirit  because  he  was  so 
accustomed  to  being  with  enthusi- 
astic young  men.  And  now  that  he 
has  gone  from  amongst  us  he  will 
be  sorely  missed.  But  he  will  live 
on  in  memory,  and  I have  no  doubt 
but  generations  of  future  students 
will  be  carrying  down  through  the 
years  the  stories  which  will  perpetu- 
ate the  understanding  of  the  part 
that  our  beloved  Monsignor  McRae 
has  played  in  the  formation  of 
Scarboro’s  first  hundred  priests. 

I will  not  touch  on  his  place  in 
the  history  of  Foreign  Mission  de- 
velopment among  Canada’s  Catho- 
lics. His  work  bears  witness  to  his 
influence.  The  Holy  See,  the  Can- 
adian Hierarchy  and  Clergy,  all 
know  of  it  and  applaud  it.  He  has 
become  part  of  Canadian  Church 
history.  On  that  score  he  needs  no 
eulogy.  Rather,  this  is  a tribute 
from  “one  of  the  family”  whose 
happy  lot  it  was  to  know  him  in- 
timately throughout  almost  all  his 
years  at  Scarboro.  Monsignor  Mc- 
Rae was  the  Heart  of  Scarboro  and 
he  will  have  his  place  in  the  hearts 
of  Scarboro  men  who  owe  to  him 
their  Priesthood  and  their  mission- 
ary accomplishments. 


— WANTED  URGENTLY  — 

We  would  appreciate  receiving  copies  of  "Scarboro  Missions"  of  the  date 
January,  1954.  Thank  you. 
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HOW  IOW,  BROW!  COW  ? 


A.  rich  man  complained  to  his  pastor,  ' Why  is  it 
that  everybody  is  always  criticizing  me  for  being  miserly, 
when  they  all  know  that  I have  made  provision  to  leave 
everything  I possess  to  charity  when  I die?” 

"Well,”  replied  the  pastor,  "let  me  tell  a story  about 
a pig  and  a cow.  The  pig  was  lamenting  his  lack  of 
popularity.  He  complained  to  the  cow  that  people  were 
always  talking  about  the  cow’s  gentleness  and  kind  eyes, 
whereas  his  name  was  used  as  an  insult.  The  pig 
admitted  that  the  cow  gave  milk  and  cream,  but  main- 
tained that  pigs  gave  more.  'Why,’  the  animal  com- 
plained, 'we  pigs  give  bacon  and  ham  and  bristles  and 
people  even  pickle  our  feet.  I don’t  see  why  you  cows 
are  esteemed  so  much  more.’ 

"The  cow  thought  awhile  and  said  gently:  'Maybe 
it’s  because  we  give  while  we’re  still  living.’  ” 

— Coronet  (With  Scarboro  Variations.) 
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CHECK  EXPIRY  DAI 

< 

Changing  your  address? 
Send  us  this  address  and 
new  address  three  weeks 
before  moving  date. 

You  have  been  asking  for  it.  Now  we  have  it! 

THE  FILM  YOU  WANT! 

at  the 

LENGTH  YOU  WANT 

at  the 

PRICE  YOU  WANT 

for  those  short  entertainment  periods  at 
Society  and  League  Monthly  Meetings, 
classroom  meetings,  days  of  recollection 
and  week-end  retreats. 

PILGRIMAGE  TO  FATIMA 

The  ideal  “short  subject ” for  parish  motion  picture  programs . 

Stripped  of  the  glamour  and  fantasy  of  a Hollywood  production, 
Pilgrimage  to  Fatima  is  a half-hour  visit  to  Portugal  and  the  Shrine  at 
Fatima.  Filmed  in  brilliant  colour,  the  story  of  Fatima  is  simply  and 
beautifully  told  by  the  two  outstanding  narrators  of  our  age:  Robert 
(Bob)  Considine  and  Clare  Boothe  Luce. 

This  film  is  available  now.  Rental  charge:  $10.00  per  each  showing. 
Address  enquiries  to: 

REV.  R.  ROBERTS,  S.F.M.,  Promotion  Department, 

60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont.,  or  telephone:  WAInut  1-0013 


FELICITATIONS! 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  offers  its  heartiest  and  sincerest  wishes  to 
His  Excellency , Most  Rev.  Martin  M.  Johnson , D.D. , who  was  officially 
received , on  March  19,  as  Coadjutor-Archbishop  of  Vancouver,  B.C.  May 
God  bless  him  with  many  years  of  health  and  happiness  in  the  discharge 
of  his  onerous  and,  multiple  duties. 
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To  One  and  All 
A Happy  and  Holy 
Easter 

HAVE  you  ever  stopped  to  consider  how  fortunate  we  all  are  in  having  men,  not 
angels,  as  ministers  of  the  Gospel  — priests?  God  always  did  have  a very  good 
knowledge  of  human  nature,  don’t  you  think?  That  is  why  — and  I say  this  without 
hurt  to  my  Protestant  friends  — He  gave  us  the  Catholic  priesthood  as  a go-between 
in  our  sometimes  fearful,  oftentimes  shame-faced  approach  to  Himself.  That’s  what 
a priest  is,  a middleman  who  offers  sacrifice  on  behalf  of  us  all  and  returns  from 
God  with  His  messages  and  blessings  for  us.  But  he  is  more  than  a mere  middleman, 
and  the  sacrifice  he  offers  is  more  than  a mere  sacrifice.  He  is  the  instrument  by 
which  God  pursues  the  ends  of  the  New  Dispensation  — the  growth  of  His  Catholic 
Church  with  its  means  of  sanctification  unto  salvation;  and  the  sacrifice  which  he 
offers  is  that  sacrifice  Jesus  Christ  made  of  Himself  on  the  cross  — though  now  in  an 
unbloody  manner. 

Elsewhere  in  this  issue  we  have  portrayed  something  of  the  missionary  priesthood 
as  prepared  and  cultivated  in  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  I for  one  detest 
the  use  of  that  word  “foreign”.  But  let’s  not  go  into  that  argument  now.  Every  priest 
is  a missionary  — or  should  be  — and  while  his  present  activity  may  be  directed  to  a 
particular  portion  of  the  vineyard,  his  outlook  must  be  universal;  otherwise  his  zeal 
will  drp  up  and  his  work  die. 

From  this  April  28th  through  May  5th,  a Vocation  Week  is  to  be  held  at  Hamil- 
ton, Ont.,  in  the  Cathedral  Auditorium.  Attractive  displays  and  copious  supplies  of 
literature  are  being  prepared  with  thoughtful  care.  The  occasion  must  be  one  of 
great  concern  to  Catholic  Canadians.  Immigration,  among  other  causes,  calls  for  a 
more  numerous  army  of  men  and  women  willing  to  devote  their  lives  to  the  service 
of  the  Church  as  priests  and  sisters.  The  implacable  and  continuing  persecution  of 
our  holy  religion  must  be  halted  and  defeated  in  many  lands  besides  our  own,  and 
there  we  must  go  too. 

Attend  this  exposition  if  at  all  possible.  To  those  whom  distance  will  keep  away 
we  commend  its  success  to  their  good  prayers  and  acts  of  self-sacrifice.  For  even  one 
soul  to  stand  before  God  as  a lost  vocation  would  be  an  appalling  tragedy.  Help 
prevent  it  now. 


LEST  WE  FORGET  ^ 

When  we  read  the  newspapers  — so  few  of  which  are  telling  the  truth  — about 
China,  it  stirs  up  in  the  hearts  of  our  “old  China  hands”  a burning  contempt  for  the 
lily-livered  leaders  of  the  West  who  are  watching  her  agony  and  trying  to  pass  off 
their  own  cowardice  as  diplomacy.  The  one  force  — Catholicism  — that  would  have 
made  China  a great  and  peaceful  nation  has  been  effectively  rooted  out  of  Red- 
Chinese  affairs.  Only  God  can  bring  order  out  of  all  this  chaos.  Catholic  Canadians, 
do  you  want  Him  to  so  do?  Then  prove  it  by  prayer  and  self-sacrifice. 
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VALE 


Tn  the  37  years  since  the  foundation  of  our  Society,  Scarboro 
had  lost  only  three  members  by  death  — until  February  of 
this  year.  The  first  two  to  die  are  buried  in  China.  The  third 
was  killed  in  an  accident  on  the  highway  near  the  Seminary. 
Monsignor  McRae,  for  25  years  the  head  of  the  Society,  died 
suddenly  at  the  Seminary  on  Feb.  5th,  aged  79. 

As  we  saw  Father  Billy  Cox  leave  the  Seminary  chapel, 
during  the  meditation  period  on  Friday  night  at  ten  minutes 
to  eight,  Feb.  18th,  it  was  farthest  from  anybody’s  thoughts  that  nobody 
would  see  him  alive  again.  Father  Dwyer  found  him  dead  in  his  bedroom 
at  9.35  p.m. 

Barely  twenty-four  hours  before,  Father  Cox  had  returned  to  the 
Seminary  after  an  absence  of  six  weeks  during  which  he  had  visited  our 
Missions  in  the  Bahamas  and  in  Santo  Domingo,  in  company  with  Rev. 
Dr.  O’Reilly,  P.P.,  of  Guelph,  Ont.,  a long-time  friend.  Bronzed  with  the 
tropical  sun  he  looked  the  picture  of  health  and  his  fine  physique  was 
admired  by  us  all.  In  a two-hour  conversation  I had  with  him  the  day  of 
his  death  he  had  told  me  of  his  observations  in  our  Missions  and  some  of 
the  ideas  he  had  for  them.  He  was  “rarin’  to  go”  again  at  his  work  of 
directing  the  financial  end  of  our  whole  Society. 

I was  privileged  to  know  Father  Cox  intimately.  He  accompanied  me 
in  the  first  group  of  our  priests  to  work  in  Santo  Domingo,  in  1943.  He 
had  been  Bursar  and  then  Superior  of  our  Nazareth  House  at  St.  Marys 
following  his  return  to  Canada  owing  to  eye-trouble.  Some  idea  of  the 
reputation  he  enjoyed  among  his  fellow-priests  may  be  had  by  the  fact 
that  he  was  the  youngest  member  elected  as  Delegate  to  the  Society’s 
General  Chapter  in  1949,  when  only  eight  years  in  the  Priesthood.  That 
Chapter  elected  him  a member  of  the  General  Council  and,  three  years 
later,  he  was  given  the  most  responsible  position  of  General  Econome  of 
the  Society.  To  all  his  tasks  he  brought  enthusiasm  and  unusual  ability. 
Hard  work  was  his  hobby.  He  was  noted  for  the  zest  he  put  into  manual 
labour,  particularly  the  past  two  summers  in  reconstructing  buildings  on 
Flatrock  Island  belonging  to  the  Society.  At  his  wake  a priest  told  me  he 
was  accustomed  to  writing  Father  Cox  and  adding  the  initials  “D.M.L.” 
after  his  name  — Doctor  of  Manual  Labour!  The  boys  under  him  at 
Nazareth  House  will  be  practical  missionaries  because  of  the  trades  he 
taught  them,  and  at  which  he  himself  had  experience  before  entering  the 
seminary.  Despite  his  busy  schedule  he  found  time  to  help  in  parish  work 
and  was  scheduled  to  preach  the  series  of  Lenten  Sermons  at  Our  Lady's 
Church  in  Guelph. 

The  Superior  General  accompanied  Father  Cox’s  body  to  Glace  Bay 
for  interment.  The  funeral  mass  in  his  home  parish  was  celebrated  by 
Bishop  Turner,  S.F.M.,  and  the  sermon  was  preached  by  Father  Charles 
Murphy,  S.F.M. 
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William  John  Cox,  S.F.M.,  1912-1955 
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MEMO  TO  POLITICIANS 


THE 

" GODDESS " 
AHV 

MR.  OMURA 

by  THOMAS  MORRISSEY,  S.F.M. 


A/Trs.  Omura  is  a very  pious 
devotee  of  the  “Fushimi”  re- 
ligion and  as  such  she  offers 
worship  to,  of  all  things  and  you’ll 
never  guess,  the  FOX.  She  heartily 
approves  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
however,  and  considers  it,  next  to 
the  worship  of  the  fox,  the  best 
religion.  Mrs.  Omura  apparently  is 
possessed  of  unusual  powers  in  that 
she  can  determine  the  contents  of  a 
sealed  letter  even  though  the  writer 
has  not  divulged  it  to  her  in  any 


way.  People  come  to  her  from  all 
over  the  country  around  her  town 
to  inquire  the  whereabouts  of  lost 
articles  or  to  seek  the  solution  of 
some  of  their  problems.  She  is  re- 
puted to  have  explained  in  detail 
the  location  of  a certain  idol 
though  this  particular  stone  statue 
had  been  erected  behind  a house  in 
a very  peculiar  spot. 

Again,  she  can  tell  the  contents 
of  packages,  etc.  She  once  advised 
an  inquirer  to  have  a certain  pillar 
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removed  from  his  house  because  it 
was  causing  illness  in  his  family. 
The  reasons  for  the  removal 
smacked  of  superstition  but  the 
fact  that  she  knew  of  the  pillar 
rather  minutely  surprised  her  client 
and,  for  the  record,  me  too.  It 
seems,  though,  that  Mrs.  Omura 
has  some  sort  of  clairvoyant  powers. 
Usually  she  answers  questions,  for 
example,  about  contents  of  un- 
opened packages,  through  a second 
person.  She  does  not  practice  spirit- 
ualism as  far  as  I can  gather.  I may 
add  that  my  informant  is  the 
Catholic  daughter  of  Mr.  Omura  by 
a former  marriage.  She  is  an  edu- 
cated, intelligent  girl  who  has  not 
too  much  regard  for  her  step- 
mother and,  like  her  father,  is  quite 
perturbed  by  the  unpleasant  and 
unwanted  publicity  coming  to  them 
through  the  lady  of  the  house. 

The  amusing  angle  in  this  curi- 
ous case  arises  because  Mr.  Omura 
is  a public  official  elected  by  the 
people  of  his  district.  New  elec- 
tions are  due  next  year  and  as 


the  husband  of  a “goddess”,  (his 
wife  is  so  regarded  by  the  people 
of  his  locality)  re-election  is  his 
for  the  running.  However,  tired 
of  being  the  better-half  of  a “lady 
divine”  he  considers  divorce  im- 
perative. Mrs.  Omura  agrees  to  his 
suggestion  but  even  her  agreement 
is  a lesson  in  logic,  and  if  it  is  the 
renowned  “woman's  logic”,  then 
politicians  had  better  pay  atten- 
tion. Mr.  Omura,  always  a states- 
man, would  prefer  to  postpone  the 
divorce  proceedings  until  after  the 
elections  next  Spring.  To  that,  Mrs. 
Omura  offers  a contrary  proposal. 
If  we  are  to  be  divorced,  she  says  in 
effect,  let  it  be  as  soon  as  possible. 
Should  her  suggestion  be  acted 
upon,  Mr.  Omura’s  career  in  public 
life  will  come  to  a premature  end. 
Who  would  vote  for  a man  who  is 
dissatisfied  with  a “goddess”  for  a 
wife?!  The  isue  is  clearly  defined 
and  time  alone  will  tell  whether  or 
not  woman’s  logic  will  have  pre- 
vailed, in  this  particular  incident  at 
least. 


Kyomizu-Kyoto’s  most  picturesque  Shrine 
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Fr.  Craig  can  wade  in  the  Caribbean  Sea 
while  being  doused  with  spray  from  the 
Atlantic. 


BETWEEN 

TWO 

OCEANS 

LIES 

FREEDOM 


by  CRAIG  STRANG,  S.F.M. 


“'Cleuthera”  is  the  Greek  word 
for  “freedom”.  The  “Free- 
dom Island”  of  the  past  has 
been  mostly  non-Catholic.  It  was 
first  settled  just  over  three  hundred 
years  ago  by  a group  of  English 
Loyalists  from  the  American  colon- 
ies who  called  themselves  the 
“Eleutheran  Adventurers”.  They 
were  searching  for  a free  land  and 
so  named  the  island  Eleuthera. 
However,  they  were  not  such  strict 
lovers  of  freedom  as  to  free  their 
slaves;  that  came  much  later  — in 
fact  within  living  memory.  The 
present  inhabitants  are  descendants 
of  these  Loyalists  and  their  slaves. 
It  was  after  the  Spanish-American 
war  that  the  coloured  people  who 
had  fought  in  it  were  given  squat- 


ters’ rights  to  own  land.  Some  of 
this  land  has  since  been  bought 
back  by  the  whites,  sometimes  in 
rather  summary  fashion.  It  is  in- 
teresting to  note  that  the  govern- 
ment set  up  here  in  1647  was  the 
first  republic  in  the  New  World! 

It  is  a long  (ninety  miles) , nar- 
row (average  two  miles)  island 
with  a paved  road  running  for 
about  sixty  miles.  The  places  not 
serviced  by  this  road  are  connected 
by  rough  paths  of  lumpy  coral 
rock.  At  one  point,  when  there  is 
a wind,  the  water  from  the  Atlantic 
on  the  east  side  rushes  through  a 
ravine,  beats  itself  against  a narrow 
edge  of  rock  and  tumbles  into  the 
Caribbean  ocean  on  the  west  side. 
We  have  two  established  missions 
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the  Island,  only  a few  hundred  are  Catholics. 


Of  the  six  and  a half  thousand  people  on 


along  this  road,  one  called  Gregory 
Town  and  the  other,  Hatchet  Bay, 
with  two  others  towards  the  end 
of  a six-mile  coral  path  which 
winds  through  dense  tropical 
growth. 

Gregory  Town  is  more  than  half 
Catholic  and  the  congregation 
really  make  the  rafters  ring  in  our 
white  wooden  church  as  it  pours 
forth  its  heart  in  “hymns  and 
spiritual  canticles”. 

Hatchet  Bay  has  a smaller  con- 
gregation. There  is  no  church 
here;  until  there  is,  we  must  con- 
tinue to  use  a remodelled  bungalow 
in  which  to  offer  Holy  Mass.  Hat- 
chet Bay  is  particularly  important 
because  from  this  spot  comes  most 
of  the  beef,  milk,  poultry  and  eggs 


used  by  the  inhabitants  of  the 
Bahamas. 

Upper  and  Lower  Bogues  are 
small  settlements  to  the  north-west 
of  the  Island.  The  people  in  this 
district  are  clamoring  for  a church; 
they  have  the  land  and  can  furnish 
the  labour  and  the  know-how  to 
build  it  — all  they  need  is  the 
material. 

While  I think  of  it  please  ask 
our  readers  for  Catholic  literature 
of  every  kind.  Such  can  be  sent  to 
the  following  addresses;  St.  Gre- 
gory’s Church,  Gregory  Town,  via 
Nassau,  Eleuthera  Island,  the  Ba- 
hamas; to  St.  Bernard’s  Church, 
Hatchet  Bay,  etc.;  to  Blessed  Sac- 
rament Church,  Harbor  Island,  the 
Bahamas. 
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“ If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn” 


— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 

qpHE  March  issue  of  the  American  Mercury  carried  an  illuminating 
“*■  article  by  Louis  Budenz.  Entitled  “Packaged  Thinking  From  Moscow”, 
it  stressed  the  tremendous  victories  achieved  by  Russia  in  her  psychological 
war  against  us.  “Too  many  of  our  agencies  of  information”  the  author 
stated  “and  too  much  of  our  national  leadership  are  accepting  the  ‘Com- 
munist line’  — that  series  of  proposals  which  Moscow  wants  us  to  adopt  at 
any  particular  period  in  order  to  weaken  us.”  Budenz  should  have  a pretty 
good  idea  of  just  what  is  the  Communist  line. 

More  than  once  have  we  had  occasion  to  feel  the  insidious  impact  of 
this  made-in-Moscow  line  of  thought.  For  years  the  general  public  has 
been  swallowing  a steady  spew  of  predigested  journalistic  pabulum,  with 
the  result  that  today  you  are  suspect  among  many  of  your  own  friends  if 
you  dare  to  take  a stand  against  the  party  line.  Spearheaded  by  the  hue 
and  cry  from  the  Daily  Worker  and  with  the  liberal  daily  press  baying 
loudly  in  full-throated  accord,  the  line  was  especially  effective  during  the 
Korean  War  and  the  McCarthy  Senate  hearings.  Now  it  revolves  around 
the  question  of  recognition  of  Red  China  and  the  admission  of  that 
country  to  the  United  Nations.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  such  recognition 
would  mean  the  death  of  the  last  ray  of  hope  for  millions  our  our  enslaved 
friends  in  Asia,  we  are  forever  encountering  among  people  who  should 
know  better  many  benighted  advocates  of  this  policy  of  final  surrender. 
The  British  have  long  since  openly  insisted  that  the  islands  of  Quemoy 
and  Matsu  be  handed  over  to  the  Reds  because  they  are  “an  integral  part 
of  Red  China”  and  — in  return  — we  might  be  granted  the  favour  of  a 
cease  fire  around  Formosa.  Talk.  Negotiate,  Appease  and  crawl.  Do  any- 
thing but  take  a firm  and  uncompromising  stand.  When  you  ask  if,  while 
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we  are  at  it,  we  should  also  hand  over  Hongkong  which  is  much  closer  to 
the  Chinese  mainland  than  either  Matsu  or  Quemoy,  you  suddenly  sense  a 
most  inconsistent  loss  of  interest  in  the  “integrity”  of  the  Chinese  Republic. 


* * * 

This  attitude  was  very  noticeable  during  my  recent  visit  to  Toronto. 
To  say  that  I was  shocked  was  to  put  it  mildly.  We  had  heard  in  New 
York  that  there  was  “considerable  consternation”  in  Washington  over  the 
possibility  that  Canada  was  on  the  point  of  recognising  Red  China.  In  a 
Toronto  paper,  the  very  day  of  my  arrival,  I noticed  two  items  that  would 
certainly  not  serve  to  allay  Washington’s  fears  in  this  regard.  One  was  a 
reprint  from  an  Ottawa  paper  which  came  out  brave  and  bold  in  favour 
of  such  recognition.  The  other  was  the  account  of  a vote  that  had  just 
been  taken  in  Toronto  University  in  which  80  per  cent  of  those  who  voted 
favoured  the  same  proposal.  There  is  not  a single  daily  paper  in  Toronto 
which  lends  support  to  any  strong  and  uncompromising  stand  on  the  part 
of  the  United  States.  As  a matter  of  fact,  I found  it  almost  impossible  to 
procure  a copy  of  the  New  York  Journal  American  although  other  New 
York  papers  were  readily  available.  The  journalistic  moguls  of  Toronto 
apparently  want  no  part  of  the  only  policy  the  Reds  will  ever  respect  or 
understand. 

# # # 

For  the  benefit  of  any  friends  who  may  be  harboring  the  least  illusion 
as  to  Russia’s  designs  on  Canada  let  me  quote  the  words  of  Commander 
W.  J.  G.  Carr  (ret’d) , a recognized  authority  on  Communist  intrigue  and 
formerly  attached  to  Naval  Intelligence  at  Ottawa.  “So  complete  are  the 
plans  for  Popular  Revolution  (in  Canada)  that  the  Communist  spy  rings 
have  supplied  the  planners  of  wholesale  murder  with  information  regard- 
ing the  personal  and  family  habits  of  all  important  citizens.  Those  who 
will  direct  the  revolution  (italics  our)  know  exactly  when  the  mayor  and 
controllers  leave  their  homes  and  the  route  they  travel  to  the  city  hall. 
They  know  the  exact  time  every  police  station  and  fire  hall  will  change 
shifts.  They  know  the  exact  location  of  every  master-switch  in  the  city. 
They  have  their  list  already  compiled  of  those  who  must  he  liquidated 
exactly  as  they  had  them  in  Spain. 

Commander  Carr  is  already  the  author  of  seven  books.  His  eighth  is 
just  off  the  press.  It  is  entitled  “Pawns  in  the  Game”*  and  is  one  of  the 
most  courageous  attempts  ever  made  to  track  down  and  expose  the  identity 
of  the  men  who  have  made  themselves  the  “Secret  Power”  in  international 
affairs,  men  “who  have  sold  their  souls  to  the  Devil  in  order  that  they 
might  possess  the  world”.  You  and  I and  the  rest  of  us  are  the  pawns.  The 
rank  and  file  are  forever  “the  expendables”.  We  are  to  be  told  how  we 
shall  live,  what  we  shall  believe  and  in  all  probability  how  — and  when  — 
we  shall  die.  The  author  proves  that  the  leaders  in  this  instance  are  all 
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Atheistic-Materialists,  many  of  them  masquerading  as  sincere  Christians 
while  working  secretly  to  promote  secularism  as  the  first  step  towards  an 
utterly  godless  world.  The  Commander  refuses  to  subscribe  to  the  theory 
that  the  situation  is  hopeless  and  that  nothing  can  be  done.  He  most 
-emphatically  states  that  a great  deal  can  be  done  to  put  an  end  to  the 
International  Conspiracy.  He  proves  that  fewer  than  three  hundred  men 
have  controlled  the  destiny  and  policies  of  National  Governments  and 
International  affairs  for  several  hundred  years.  (#  Ready  at  end  of  April) 

* # 

While  on  this  subject,  there  is  one  more  book  that  I strongly  recom- 
mend. It  is  “The  Iron  Curtain  Over  America”  by  Colonel  John  Beaty, 
topflight  U.S.  Intelligence  Officer  during  the  second  World  War.  Read  it 
.and  you  will  better  understand  why  we  were  betrayed  in  Korea;  why  the 
Chinese  Reds  were  virtually  invited  to  attack  with  the  traitorous  assurance 
that  neither  infantry  nor  air  force  of  ours  would  ever  be  permitted  to 
cross  the  Yalu  River.  You  will  no  longer  wonder  why  the  deadly  weapon 
•of  character  assassination  has  been  so  effectively  employed  against  all  who 
try  to  expose  the  Communist  conspiracy  in  America  and  why  so  many 
-outstandingly  loyal  great  Americans  have  gone  to  disgrace  or  to  death  be- 
cause they  dared  oppose  the  nefarious  attempt  to  hand  the  country  over  to 
the  slavery  of  Communism.  In  a letter  to  the  author,  General  George  E. 
;Stratemeyer,  formerly  MacArthur’s  commander-in-chief  of  the  U.S.  Air 
Force,  Eastern  Command,  stated  that  during  the  hearings  before  the  Senate 
Internal  Security  Committee  he  was  asked  many  questions  to  which  he  did 
not  know  the  answers.  He  wrote:  “I  want  to  tell  you  that  your  book  DID 
answer  my  questions.  Of  course,  I have  spent  all  my  life  in  the  Service 
and  it  is  hard  to  believe  we  had  and  have  such  traitors  in  our  country  and 
who  still  go  scott  free.” 

It  is  of  crucial  importance  these  days  that  we  be  informed  on  such 
matters  and  get  away  from  Moscow’s  “Packaged  Thinking.”  It  is  high 
time  we  did  some  thinking  of  our  own  and,  having  done  so,  that  we  take 
proper  and  constitutional  action  to  help  put  an  end  to  this  state  of  affairs. 
As  Edmund  Burke  writes:  “ All  that  is  necessary  for  the  triumph  of  evil  is 
dhat  good  men  do  nothing” 

“Now  when  our  land  to  ruin’s  brink  is  verging 
In  God’s  Name,  let  us  speak  while  there  is  time! 

Now,  when  the  padlocks  for  our  lips  are  forging, 

Silence  is  crime.” Whittier. 

* # # 

Pawns  in  the  Game  — $1.00  — A.  Herridge,  77  Otter  Crescent,  Toronto  12. 
The  Iron  Curtain  Over  America  — $3.00  — Canadian  Intelligence  Service, 
Flesherton,  Ontario.  We  are  indebted  to  this  Service  for  the  quota- 
tions used  in  this  article. 
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You  have  been  asking  for  it.  Now  we  have  it! 

THE  FILM  YOU  WANT! 

at  the 

LENGTH  YOU  WANT 

at  the 

PRICE  YOU  WANT 

for  those  short  entertainment  periods  at 
Society  and  League  Monthly  Meetings, 
classroom  meetings,  days  of  recollection 
and  week-end  retreats. 

PILGRIMAGE  TO  FATIMA 

The  ideal  “short  subject ” for  parish  motion  picture  programs. 

Stripped  of  the  glamour  and  fantasy  of  a Hollywood  production,. 
Pilgrimage  to  Fatima  is  a half-hour  visit  to  Portugal  and  the  Shrine  at 
Fatima.  Filmed  in  brilliant  colour,  the  story  of  Fatima  is  simply  and 
beautifully  told  by  the  two  outstanding  narrators  of  our  age:  Robert 
(Bob)  Considine  and  Clare  Boothe  Luce. 

This  film  is  available  now.  Rental  charge:  $10.00  per  each  showing.. 
Address  enquiries  to: 

REV.  R.  ROBERTS,  S.F.M.,  Promotion  Department, 

60  Cresecent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont.,  or  telephone:  WAlnut  1-0013’ 
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MARTYRDOM 


Stories  we  have  read  in 
childhood,  of  knights  in 
shining  armor  and  ladies 
being  rescued  from  every 
sort  of  peril,  have  left 
their  impress  on  us  all. 
No  age,  no  nation  has 
been  without  its  heroes. 
They  are  needful  in  order 
that  we  ordinary  mortals 
may  not  become  drugged 
by  the  host  of  petty  tri- 
fles that  seem  to  fill  the 
lives  of  most.  Our  most 
vivid  memories  are  of  the 
martyrs  of  old.  They  rose 
to  glory  from  all  walks 
of  life  and  every  stratum 
of  society.  Tortures,  silky 
coaxings  or  violent 
threats  — all  were  of  no 
avail.  Death  was  the 
door,  the  gateway  to 
Heaven,  and  as  such, 
eagerly  sought  after.  To- 
day, in  all  parts  of  the  mission  field,  the 
Church  can  point  to  a nation’s  own  sons  and 
daughters  of  the  past  and  the  present  who 
heroically  gave  up  their  lives  rather  than  offend 
God.  Pictured  at  the  right  is  an  altar  in  the 
church  at  Beppo  in  the  civil  division  of  Naga- 
saki, Japan.  The  place  Nagasaki  will  become 
familiar  to  our  many  friends  as  time  goes  on 
because  we  have  our  missionaries  in  that  terri- 
tory. This  picture  of  three  of  Japan’s  martyrs 
of  the  seventeenth  century  reminds  us  that  all 
races  of  men  are  called  to  be  children  of  God 
and  heirs  to  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  politics 
and  racial  discrimination  notwithstanding.  We 
have  great  need  of  meditating  on  the  virtues 
shown  forth  in  the  lives  of  martyrs,  especially 
pondering  the  qualities  of  their  spirit  of  self- 
sacrifice  and  their  courage  in  professing  their 
faith  in  spite  of  the  sneers,  the  guffaws  and  the 
insults  of  the  wordly-wise.  Bishop  Sheen,  in  an 
issue  of  “Mission”  points  out  that  much  of  the 
success  Communism  is  enjoying  is  due  in  great 
measure  to  the  “self-denial”  it  demands  from 
all  members  of  the  party.  Now  that  we  are 
presently  in  the  season  of  Lent,  we  might,  to 
the  greater  good  of  our  souls,  take  stock  of 
ourselves  to  see  if  we  are  of  the  stuff  of  which 
martyrs  can  be  made.  For  it  is  not  to  be  con- 
sidered just  a flight  of  one’s  fancy  to  point  out 
that  a time  of  severe  testing  is  at  hand  for  all. 


Very  Rev.  Francis  Dieniert,  S.F.M.,  ^ 
Rector  of  our  Seminary  W 


A SEMINARIAN  TAKES  YOU 
FOR  A LOOK 
AT  WHAT  GOES  ON 

SEMINARY 

by  JOHN  BENOIT 


Dear  Boys: 

Your  last  letter  really  left  me  chuckling.  Like  so  many  others,  I suppose, 
you  find  it  difficult  to  understand  clearly  the  life  of  a seminarian.  This 
unfamiliarity  with  it  has  caused  many  people  to  think  of  the  seminary  as 
a sort  of  “priest  factory”,  which  turns  out  as  many  finished  products  as 
possible  in  the  shortest  space  of  time. 

But,  boys,  nothing  could  be  further  from  reality.  There  is  something 
most  vital,  most  personal  about  a Foreign  Missionary’s  vocation.  The 
seminary  life  itself  is  one  to  be  loved  and  a Love  to  be  lived.  Let’s  step 
behind  the  seminary  walls  which  seem  to  be  a barrier  between  us  and  see 
what  goes  on. 

Before  examining  a day  in  the  life  of  a Scarboro  student,  it  would  be 
well  for  you  to  understand  a few  of  the  basic  truths  which  underly  it. 

We  are  preparing  for  the  priesthood.  Our  future  ministry  demands 
not  only  a working  knowledge  of  philosophy  and  theology  which  influences 
Christian  life,  but  also  the  regular  practice  of  the  virtues  of  our  Master. 
Only  by  living  those  qualities  which  we  shall  be  teaching  can  each  of  us 
really  become  “alter  Christus”  — another  Christ. 


BEHIND 

WALLS 
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During  the  pre-Seminary  spiri- 
tual year  at  Nazareth  House*  in  St. 
Mary's  Ont.,  we  begin  to  see  that 
a priest  must  be  in  reality,  a man 
amongst  men,  consecrated  to  the 
things  of  God.  To  bring  men  to 
God  and  God  to  men  is  the  sub- 
lime task  for  which  we  have  been 
called.  To  fit  ourselves  for  the 
task  we  strive  to  develop  within 
ourselves  a spiritual  union  with 
* See  pages  24-25. 


Michael  Dwyer,  S.F.M., 
Spiritual  Director 


God.  To  help  us  do  this  our  entire 
day  is  seasoned  with  spiritual  exer- 
cises. 

Our  day  begins  early,  in  the 
seminary.  By  six  o'clock  we  must 
assemble  in  chapel  for  morning 
prayers.  Mass  and  Communion. 
This  takes  an  hour  and  fifteen 
minutes  and  is  followed  immediate- 
ly by  breakfast,  a short  recreation 
and  classes.  Many  hours  of  study 
and  reading  are  necessary  in  prep- 
aration for  these  classes. 

For  ten  minutes  in  the  middle 
of  our  day  we  pause  for  a visit  to 
Chapel.  This  is  followed  by  dinner. 
Our  superiors  believe  that  whole- 
some well-cooked  meals  are  an  es- 
sential requirement  for  healthy 
bodies  and  minds. 

After  a brief  period  of  recreation, 
classes  or  studies  are  resumed  for 
the  afternoon.  Then  at  four  o’clock 
you  will  find  all  of  us  out-of-doors; 
some  on  the  baseball  diamond; 
some  on  the  hockey  rink,  playing 


tennis;  some  on  long  walks,  all  in- 
dulging in  healthy  activities  as  a 
break  from  tedious  mental  work. 
And  I bet,  you  won’t  find  competi- 
tion as  keen  anywhere  as  with  our 
fellows. 

Definite  periods  of  manual 
labour,  out-of-doors  and  indoors, 
are  on  the  program  for  our  stu- 
dents. Everyone  is  trained  to  use  a 
hammer  and  saw,  a pick,  shovel, 
compass,  square  and  a level;  thus  a 
future  Scarboro  Father  is  well  pre- 
pared for  any  emergency  in  mission 
life. 

Perhaps  this  would  be  a good 
time  to  tell  you  something  about 
my  companions  here  at  the  Semin- 
ary. For  the  most  part  they  are 
ordinary  fellows  just  like  you  knew 
back  in  high  school  and  college. 
Like  yourself,  they  grew  up  to  en- 
joy going  out  with  the  gang  to  a 
Saturady  night  movie,  dropping  in 
on  the  crowd  having  cokes  or  sun- 
daes in  the  corner  soda  bar,  and 


John  Kelly,  S.F.M., 
Professor  of  Canon  Law 


Francis  Moylan,  S.F.M., 
Professor  of  Philosophy 


Vestment  repair 


Hair-shirt  in  the  making 


There’s  a word  for  it 
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going  to  occasional  dances,  parties 
and  proms.  However,  they  knew 
that  they  had  to  leave  these  diver- 
sions behind  and  seek  a greater  joy 
in  the  answering  of  His  call  to 
live  and  work  for  a newer  and 
higher  goal. 

We  soon  discovered  that  putting 
on  the  cassock  changed  nothing. 
All  our  memories  and  cravings  for 
pleasure  hadn’t  been  left  at  home; 
we  had  brought  them  along  with 
us.  Thus  our  determination  to 
reach  our  goal  was  tested  from  the 
very  beginning.  Without  this 
driving  power  pushing  us  on  from 
within,  we  would  find  it  tough  in- 
deed to  survive  the  dull  days.  Al- 
though at  times  we  may  feel  like 
giving  it  all  up  and  calling  it  quits, 
the  realization  of  the  sublimity  of 
our  missionary  goal  provides  the 
necessary  sunshine  to  brighten  up 


the  darkness.  Yes,  boys,  we  too  have 
these  thoughts. 

But  on  the  other  hand,  we  know 
that  we  are  not  fighting  alone.  We 
will  no  doubt  never  know,  boys, 
how  much  we  owe  to  the  prayers 
and  sacrifices  of  our  folks  back 
home  like  yourself  and  our  friends 
right  here  with  us. 

Well,  boys,  there  goes  the  bell  for 
a spiritual  lecture  — a talk  to  us  by 
one  of  the  priests  — and  I haven’t 
told  you  about  the  rest  of  our  day 
and  of  my  reactions  to  living  under 
the  rule  at  St.  Francis'.  Maybe  this 
is  enough  for  you  to  digest  at  one 
time  anyway.  I'll  tell  you  more  in 
another  letter. 

Best  regards  to  all  the  gang,  and 
please  boys,  remember  me  in  your 
prayers  as  I do  you  in  mine. 

Write  soon  again, 

John. 


MISSIONS 
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NAZARETH 
St.  Mary’s, 


Showing  the  buildings  and  some 
of  the  activities  of  the  pre- 
Seminary  year  of  preparation 
all  students  for  the  missionary 
priesthood  must  put  in. 


Nazareth  House  is  so  named  in  honor  of  the 
town  where  the  Holy  Family  dwelt  for  the 
years  prior  to  Christ's  public  life.  In  this 
House  a young  man  is  introduced  to  the  sort 
of  atmosphere  in  which  his  spiritual  life  as  a 
priest  will  be  lived. 
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SC ARBORO 


HOUSE 

Dntorio 


For  information  about  Nazareth 
House  and  its  purpose,  write  to 
Very  Rev.  F.  Diemert,  S.F.M., 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13, 
Ontario. 
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E T CETERA 


by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 

I was  in  the  Dominican  Republic  last  summer  when  the  announcement 
was  made  that  the  Republic  had  signed  a Concordat  with  the  Holy  See.  I 
was  witness  of  the  enthusiasm  with  which  the  news  was  greeted  on  all 
sides.  Celebrations  of  the  event  were  organizd  both  by  the  State  and  the 
Church.  It  was  an  important  act  cementing  the  centuries-long  relations  of 
the  Dominican  Republic  and  the  Catholic  Church. 

The  man  responsible  for  the  Concordat,  and  who  personally  signed  it 
at  the  Vatican,  being  received  in  audience  by  His  Holiness  the  Pope,  was 
Generalissimo  Dr.  Rafael  L.  Trujillo  Molina,  who,  this  year,  will  celebrate 
25  years  of  active  leadership  of  the  Dominican  Republic.  When  he  first 
became  President  in  1930,  his  country  (more  familiarly  known  as  Santo 
Domingo)  ranked  very  low,  by  any  standard,  in  the  scale  of  nations.  In  a 
quarter  of  a century  he  has  changed  that  status  so  wonderfully  that  today 
Santo  Domingo  occupies  a place  of  dignity  among  the  nations  of  the  world, 
although  itself  but  a small  Caribbean  island. 

Our  Scarboro  priests  have  been  witnesses,  in  the  past  twelve  years,  of  the 
truly  fantastic  progress  Santo  Domingo  has  made  in  every  branch  of 
endeavour.  One  would  have  to  see  for  oneself  what  was , and  what  is,  to 
get  a real  appreciation  of  the  advances  that  have  been  made  under  General- 
issimo Trujillo.  It  baffles  the  imagination  to  picture  what  might  have 
been  done  by  that  one  man’s  strong  will  and  strong  arm  if  his  labours  had 
been  centered  in  a much  larger  field  of  government.  At  a public  function 
recently  the  Ambassador  of  Mexico  referred  to  Generalissimo  Trujillo  as 
"‘Man  of  America”,  and  on  that  same  occasion  the  Dominican  Leader  made 
this  striking  statement: 

"The  Concordat  I had  the  honour  to  sign  recently  in  Rome  reflects  not 
only  my  own  convictions  as  a statesman  who  zealously  guards  the  security 
and  spiritual  well-being  of  his  people.  That  instrument,  designed  to 
strengthen  the  country’s  unity  with  regard  to  its  religious  tradition,  is 
meant  also  as  a contribution  to  the  cause  of  the  peoples  who  fight  to  pre- 
vent the  forces  of  Communism  from  dominating  the  world.  If  every 
Government  in  the  Americas  follows  this  example  given  by  the 
Dominican  Republic,  and  resolves  to  strengthen  the  Catholic 
Church  through  similar  agreements,  Communism  will  have  no 
choice  but  to  give  up  the  conquest  of  our  Christian  society.  There 
is  nothing  as  powerful  as  the  Faith.  The  peoples  who  commune 
with  Christ  and  bathe  themselves  in  the  Christian  truth,  are 
peoples  destined  to  survive  forever.” 

It  is  certain  that  the  Chancelleries  of  America  have  become  aware  of  that 
appeal.  Would  that  they  might  take  it  in  earnest  and  officially  favour  the 
one  world-wide  Institution  that  alone  has  the  solution  of  the  world’s 
problems.  I am  happy  to  give  publicity  in  our  country  to  a sentiment  so 
Christian  publicly  expressed  by  a renowned  civil  Ruler  in  a country  where 
Canadian  Scarboro  priests  have  the  privilege  to  serve  his  people. 
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STEPS  IN  THE 
| RIGHT  DIRECTION 

I Each  step  of  the  way  to  the  Priesthood 
1 is  made  difficult  by  financial  problems. 

The  interest  coming  to  us  yearly  from  a 
I complete  Burse  of  $5,000.00  makes  the 
; going  much  surer.  The  principal  re- 
i mains  intact,  the  interest  does  the  work. 

| Because  each  Burse  is  named  after  Our 
j Lord  or  His  Mother,  or  some  Saint  — to 
I honour  them  — those  of  us  who  help  to 
complete  one  may  assuredly  and  confi- 
dently hope  for  the  blessings  of  heaven. 
And,  of  course,  we  will  have  the  knowl- 
edge that  a priest  is  working  for  the 
salvation  of  souls  because  we  helped 
ready  him.  That  is  really  worthwhile 
sacrificing  for.  Some  of  our  incompleted 
Burses  are  listed  below.  Donations  to 
| one  or  more  are  thankfully  received. 


BURSE 


_ 


_ 


BURSE 


> 

BURSE 


SOME 

|3lessed  Sacrament  (#2) 
icred  Heart  (#2) 
mmaculate  Heart 
lit.  Joseph  ( #2) 
l»t.  Anne 


INCOMPLETED  BURSES 

St.  Christopher  St.  Patrick 

St.  Anthony  St.  Philomena 

Holy  Souls  ( #2)  St.  John  Evangelist 

Canadian  Martyrs  St.  Catherine 

St.  Jude  For  Native  Clergy 

jiCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
MISSIONARIES 


Dear  J.  M’ers: 

Put  on  your  Easter  bonnets  . . . Wait  a sec.,  boys  don’t  have  them,  do 
they?  Well,  put  on  your  Easter  togs  and  finery  — there,  that  includes  you 
all.  How  did  Lent  go?  Bit  rough,  wasn’t  it?  Well,  that’s  life,  sunshine  and 
showers.  But  someday,  Heaven. 

I’m  busy  these  days  reading  your  essays.  If  possible,  winners  will  be 
announced  next  month;  if  not,  then  we’ll  have  to  wait  until  June  — not  for 
the  prizes,  mind  you,  just  for  announcing  the  winners’  names. 

Now,  my  very  good  co-workers,  I have  a special  assignment  (that’s  a 
five-dollar  word  meaning  job)  for  you.  In  Hamilton,  Ontario  a big 
affair  will  be  held  from  April  28th  through  May  5th.  It  is  to  be  a Voca- 
tion Exhibition  Week.  They  are  going  to  have  all  sorts  of  pictures  and 
pamphlets  explaining  vocations  to  the  priesthood  and  sisterhood.  The 
Catholic  Church  needs  priests  and  nuns,  J.M’ers,  hundreds  of  them.  Per- 
haps someday  you’ll  be  one  or  the  other.  Here’s  your  job.  Talk  about  it 
— the  Vocation  Exhibition  — at  home,  at  school,  at  your  friends’  places. 
Even  if  you  can’t  go  — and  I know  it  will  only  be  distance  that  can  stop 
you  — help  some  one  who  can.  And  pray  hard,  alone  and  in  groups  — but 
pray.  Tell  God  you’re  doing  this  for  Him  and  keep  coaxing  Him  to  grant 
the  affair  every  possible  success.  He  can  do  that,  you  know  if  we  all  ask 
Him  hard  enough.  Pray  right!  stay  right!  be  right!  — let’s  go-o-o-o. 

Father  Jim. 

P.S.  — I’m  almost  certain  we  can  start  our  story  page  next  month. 
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A HAPP\ 


NEW  BRUNSWICK 
St.  Mary’s  Academy, 

Newcastle,  N.B. 

PRINCE  EDWARD  ISLAND 
Senior  Dept., 

Palmer  Rd.  South  School, 

St.  Louis,  P.E.I. 

R.  C.  School, 

Summerside,  P.E.I. 

SASKATCHEWAN 
St.  Louis  College, 

Moose  Jaw,  Sask. 

QUEBEC 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Sheenboro,  Que. 

R.  C.  School, 

Vinton,  Que. 

NOVA  SCOTIA 
St.  Columba  Convent, 

Iona,  N.S. 

St.  Andrew’s  School, 

St.  Andrew’s,  N.S. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls’  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

NEWFOUNDLAND: 

R.  C.  School, 

Carbonear,  Nfld. 

Holy  Cross  School, 

Biscay  Bay,  Nfld. 

Children  of  Mary, 

Harbour  Grace,  Nfld. 
Intermediate  Room, 

Holyrood,  Nfld. 

St.  Edward’s  High  School,  Gr.  9, 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

St.  Regis’  High  School, 

Fox  Harbour,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Gander,  Nfld. 

Holy  Cross  School, 

Biscay  Bay,  Nfld.  . 


ONTARIO: 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Owen  Sound,  Ont. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Chalk  River,  Ont. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Delamere  School, 

Alban,  Ont. 

St.  Ann’s  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Dublin,  Ont. 

Lourdes  School, 

Alban.  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Simcoe,  Ont. 

Notre  Dame  School, 

Guelph,  Ont. 

St.  Anne’s  High  School, 
Tecumseh,  Ont. 

R.  C.  School, 

Formosa,  Ont. 

Holy  Name  School, 

St.  Mary’s  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Kinkora,  Ont. 

Convent  of  Mary  Immaculate, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  'School, 
Peterboro,  Ont. 

Canadian  Martyrs  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Columban’s  Boys  School, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 


EASTER 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Six-year-old  Bobby  came  home  proudly 
clutching  a toy  automoblie. 

“Where  did  you  get  that?”  asked  his 
mother. 

“I  got  it  from  Johnny  for  doing  him  a 
favour,”  her  son  explained. 

“What  was  the  favour?” 

“I  was  hitting  him  on  the  back  and  he 
asked  me  to  stop.” — Tatler  & Bystander 

* * * 

Mrs.  Sanford  responded  to  a knock  at 
her  door.  A man  stood  there  with  an 
unmistakably  guilty  look  on  his  face.  “I 
just  ran  over  your  cat,”  he  said,  “and  I 
want  to  replace  him.” 

“Well,  don’t  just  stand  there!”  barked 
Mrs.  Sanford.  “There’s  a mouse  in  my 
kitchen.” — A non 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

In  the  diner  of  a southbound  train,  a 
couple  noticed  two  nuns  at  another  table. 
When  neither  could  identify  the  religious 
habit,  the  husband  volunteered  to  settle 
the  question. 

“Pardon  me,  Sisters,”  he  said,  pausing 
politely  beside  the  nuns’  table,  “but 
would  you  mind  telling  me  your  Order?” 

“Not  at  all,”  one  of  the  nuns  smiled 
up  at  him.  “Lamb  chops  and  they’re 
delicious!” — The  Sign 

* * * 

Thyra  Samter  Winslow,  the  author,  is 
just  as  clever  with  her  tongue  as  she  is 
with  her  typewriter. 

At  a cocktail  party  she  attended,  the 
ladies  were  taking  apart  a woman  who 
was  forever  boasting  about  the  work  she 
had  done  for  the  Red  Cross  during  World 
War  II. 

“What  did  she  do?  Give  blood?” 
someone  asked. 

“No,”  said  Miss  Winslow.  “Serum  for 
snake  bites.” 


I explained  to  my  little  girl  that 

prayers  were  messages  to  God,  “like 

telegrams.” 

“Then,”  she  asked,  “is  that  the  reason 
why  we  send  them  at  night,  so  we  get  the 
lower  rate?” 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

A Sunday  School  teacher,  trying  to 

impress  on  her  pupils  the  need  for  mis- 
sionaries in  the  East,  told  the  story  of  a 
poor  native  who  broke  his  arm  and  was 
taken  to  the  hospital  where  he  learned 
for  the  first  time  about  Christian  religion. 

“Very  soon,”  she  concluded,  “he  was 
well  and  returned  to  his  home.  Now, 
how  could  he  learn  more  about  religion?” 

There  was  silence  for  a moment,  then 
one  child  volunteered,  “He  could  break 
his  other  arm.” — Tit-Bits 

* ❖ ❖ 

A throat  specialist  says  smoking 
makes  women’s  voices  harsh.  If  you 

don’t  agree,  just  try  flicking  your  ashes 
on  the  rug. — Carrollton  ( Ky ) News- 
Democrat 

:;<  * * 

A Joke  is  Not  a Joke 

When  some  woman  blushes  with  em- 
barrassment. 

When  some  heart  carries  away  an 
ache. 

When  something  sacred  is  made  to 

appear  common. 

When  a man’s  weakness  provides  the 
cause  for  laughter. 

When  profanity  is  required  to  make 
it  funny. 

When  a little  child  is  brought  to 
tears. 

When  everyone  can’t  join  in  the 

laughter. 
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SCARBORO 


The  many  replies  to  our  ad  FOR  WOMEN  ONLY  were  very  heartening  and  proved 
the  prehistoric  adage  which  says  if  you  want  something  DONE,  then  ask  the  women. 
Below  is  reprinted  a letter  with  some  good  ideas.  It  may  help  get  the  drive  rolling. 


it  READER  WRITES: 


Dear  Rev.  Scar  boro  Missionaries : 

Enclosed  please  find  a money  order  for  ten  (10)  dollars 
as  a donation  towards  the  New  Seminary  Fund.  I think  that 
was  a good  suggestion  for  each  subscriber  to  donate  ten 
dollars.  They  can  enjoy  doing  so  too.  For  instance,  one  can 
save  a dollar  or  fifty  cents  here  and  even  a few  pennies  there. 
The  amount  soon  adds  up  to  ten  dollars.  Sometimes  we  pay 
a dollar,  fifty  cents,  33  cents,  etc.,  for  articles  that  are  really 
useless.  By  saving  it  for  the  fund,  we  profit  later  by  the 
careful  habit  formed.  Then  there  are  other  ways  to  acquire 
the  ten.  One  can  put  on  a card  party  among  friends,  for 
example.  There  are  numerous  ways.  The  main  thing  is  for 
each  subscriber  to  decide  to  send  the  donation  and  then 
choose  a way  of  acquiring  it.  The  result  will  be  a lot  of  fun 
for  each  and  a great  help  to  the  Seminary  Fund. 

Perhaps  you  can  write  a short  article  on  the  idea  in  (t Scar- 
boro  Missions” . And  don’t  forget  the  children.  Suggest  to 
each  school  to  interest  the  pupils.  It  is  surprising,  the  interest, 
vim  and  zest  that  the  young  ’uns  will  put  into  the  project. 
But  some  one  must  request  it  of  them  and  guide  them.  They 
can  pray  too  for  the  Fund  to  be  completed.  That  is  what 
I shall  do  also. 

Yours  respectfully, 

Mrs.  D.  M. 

■ ( subscriber  for  life ) 


MISSIONS 
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CHECK  EXPIRY  DATI 


Changing  your  address? 
Send  us  this  address  and 
new  address  three  weeks 
before  moving  date. 


yA^tyOU^lc^ty  ^UtTzo 

/yyi4~>t/^4s  dc&~Lc,  *y£ccc&  '*£/  -£&&&  s&nc&f 

^cyr?<^^€  -<L/ 

y&tj-ocftx'' ^r-c<^ 

y^aA^ez^y. 


yU) 


jscoaj’  J*jkc  az,  1&U^'  ^ Afyuy  j&lA* 
yZ^n^C  yO^&te&6.  J/^la^  ^ceyyc/  ~^<n,  ycs&tf 

dc-  sC^AsMtec  ~/o  syru^,  ^cc^c^ySAJr^  ^ ^^dc«4 

^cvc  sCckZ/  &a*c  al66  &tc  c/Lt^y**, 
dr y&^ca^e'  - *t  -yasc&  ~/&c,  *€a£ 

j£ccc  *JcC6  0-ts  ^ccnccc 


v^f  A&oy 

sOs6rvc  ^yau^o  ^pco^jk^  yOA^^tAa^ 

-/^t/  ynw  sdcA^&yz^cr* <y  *&/■  ^c*rrcC.  /^2^6/  /> 

&yc  jrt,  st+cur  y*Ks, 

/&*  ytstutef  ^y^Ks  au  s£ 

Sfct  y^pctzzuny  /£  '/£+&&  y*z£c*^  y^ 

4jLa*<Jz<6  *za>z.  yAufa^fo. 


missions 


Toronto,  Ont, 


V.V.'V.y  * '■ 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES 
Made  only  for  Scarboro  Missions 

When  our  Lady  appeared  at  Fatima  on  May 
13,  1917,  she  was  suffused  with  light  and  the 
density  of  this  light  gave  to  the  edges  of  her 
garment  the  appearance  of  gold  striping.  She 
was  translucent  but  not  transparent. 

The  authentic  Fatima  statue  — made  in 
Canada  for  the  Scarboro  Mission  Society  only 
— is  reproduced  from  a model  made  by  the 
renowned  Portuguese  sculptor,  Jose  Thedim 
who  carved  the  famous  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue 
pictured  here  and  which  is  still  touring  the 
States. 

If  it  is  the  Scarboro  Statue,  it  is  authentic 
Sizes  and  Prices 


14"  ___ II  $ 5.00 

*26" 30.00 

*50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


*Plus  Freight  from  Montreal 
Information  about  outdoor  statues  sent  on  request. 


SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


MAY  SPECIAL 
IN  COLOR 

PILGRIMAGE  TO  FATIMA 

A half-hour  visit  to  this  famous  spot 
in  Portugal.  Narrated  by  Bob  Con- 
sidine  and  Claire  Boothe  Luce. 
Outstanding  movie  fare.  Running 
time:  30  minutes;  rental  $10.00  per 
each  showing. 


"THE  SECRET  CONCLAVE" 

( 1 6mm) 

English  Dialogue  Length:  60  minutes 

"THE  GIRL  FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

English  titles:  Italian  dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes  (16mm) 

"NEVER  TAKE  NO  FOR 
AN  ANSWER" 

( 16  and  35mm) 

In  English  Length:  90  minutes 


For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

REV.  ROLAND  ROBERTS,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  WAInut  1-0013 
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EDITORIAL 


“The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . 

Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest  if 
it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


/~Phis  month  our  center-spread  (pp.  16-17)  needs  a word  or  two  of  ex- 
planation.  It  brings  together  two  tremendous  happenings  of  the 
twentieth  century  — the  appearances  of  our  Lady  at  Fatima  and  the 
harnessing  of  atomic  energy.  The  former  came  out  of  the  heavens  on  a 
sunny  Sunday  in  May  bringing  joy  to  three  little  children;  the  latter 
roared  out  of  the  heavens  bringing  fiery  death  to  thousands  of  little 
children. 

The  discovery  of  atomic  energy  can  mean  untold  blessings  for  this  world 
of  ours.  But  as  a substitute  for  Divinity  it  will  become  a terrible  and 
terrifying  master  of  mankind. 

Fatima  and  its  aftermath  is  an  unparalleled  proof  that  force  — even  that 
of  the  hydrogen  bomb  — will  not  insure  the  freedom  of  man,  will  not  bring 
back  peace  to  our  world.  At  Fatima  our  Lady  clearly  warned  the  world 
that  sin  was  — and  is  — the  cause  of  our  unrest  and  disorder  and  that 
spiritual  remedies  were  — and  are  — the  only  ones  adequate  to  restore 
peace  to  us. 

Essentially,  Fatima  is  an  invitation  to  personal  re-formation  and  no 
amount  of  public  manifestations  in  honor  of  our  Lady  will  avail  us  any- 
thing if  that  re-formation  is  lacking.  The  externals  of  holiness  will  not 
save  us  any  more  than  they  saved  the  Pharisees  of  old.  Our  leaders  of 
government  may  as  well  quit  right  now.  Until  they  restore  God  to  their 
councils,  they  haven’t  the  minutest  chance  of  achieving  peace  among  the 
nations.  Only  a sufficient  number  of  souls  practising  prayer  and  penance 
will  dissipate  God’s  anger  against  us.  On  Mary’s  word  believe  that;  it  will 
greatly  enhance  our  chances  of  salvation.  Disregard  it  and  we  run  the  risk 
of  ultimate  damnation. 


LEST  WE  FORGET 

“Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  Me”  said  Christ  many  centuries  ago.  He  still 
repeats  this  again  and  again  through  His  Catholic  Church.  Although  in  this  case  the  i 
word  ‘suffer’  means  ‘let’  or  ‘allow’,  it  needs  our  suffering  in  the  sense  of  sacrifice  to 
bring  these  little  ones  to  Him.  So,  we  might  render  His  saying  thus:  Suffer,  that  little 
children  can  come  unto  Me!  These  two  represent  the  millions  of  innocent  Chinese 
children  we  are  giving  into  slavery  rather  than  do  without  our  comforts.  Our  Blessed 
Lady  has  the  plan  by  which  we  can  free  them.  Have  we  the  courage  to  use  it? 
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There  is  more  to  the  tropics 
than  moonlight  romance , for  in 
them  live  folks  much  like  you 
and  me  wherever  we  are 


LAND 
OF  THE 
SIX  RACES 

By  JOSEPH  MORIARTY,  S.F.M. 

TAid  you  ever  have  the  urge  to 
“pack  up”  and  “take  off”  to 
see  the  rest  of  the  world  and  what 
makes  it  tick?  No  doubt  the  idea 
was  immediately  and  indefinitely 
squashed  when  the  next  thought 
presented  you  with  the  problem  of 
a little  matter  of  transportation  ex- 
penses, not  to  mention  the  ties  that 
bind  you  to  the  office,  the  factory, 
or  the  kitchen. 


Joseph  Moriarty 


But  really,  if  the  urge  persists 
and  you  can  act  on  it,  why  not 
spend  your  hard-earned  “mad 
money”  by  visiting  six  nations  on 
only  one  plane  ticket!  “Impossible!” 
you  cry.  Well,  it  isn’t.  Come  to 
the  “Land  of  the  Six  Races”,  also 
known  as  British  Guiana! 

Lying  jnidway  between  New 
York  and  Buenos  Aires  on  the  N.E. 
coast  of  South  America  directly  in 
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Alexander  Macintosh 


Basil  Kirby 


Edward  Moriarty 


the  route  of  most  major  airlines  is 
the  country  of  British  Guiana 
which  was  discovered  by  Spain  and 
occupied  one  time  or  another  by 
the  French,  Dutch  and  British.  But 
I am  getting  ahead  of  myself. 

Someone  once  said  that  a home 
doesn’t  depend  on  what  the  house 
is  like  but  on  what  the  people  in- 
side are  like.  So  too,  a country 
should  not  be  measured  by  the  size 


of  its  cities  but  by  the  calibre  of 
its  peasantry  as  one  finds  it  in  little 
towns  and  villages  nestled  in  the 
hills  or  fringed  along  the  sea-coast. 
The  village  of  Port  Mourant  illus- 
trates what  I mean. 

Your  first  impressions  of  it  may 
be  somewhat  confusing  as  were 
mine.  You’d  naturally  expect  a 
well-defined  settlement  separated 
from  surrounding  communities. 
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But  no!  Actually  the  village  is 
part  of  thousands  of  dwellings  ar- 
ranged along  the  coast  in  a more 
or  less  orderly  fashion,  from  New 
Amsterdam  to  the  border  of  Dutch 
Guiana.  When  I enquired  about 
the  boundaries  of  the  town,  Father 
Kirby  told  me  to  wait  and  “I’ll 
point  it  out  to  you.”  We  drove 
past  frame  houses  raised  on  stilts  to 
protect  them  from  floods  in  the 
rainy  season.  “There,”  he  said, 
pointing  to  a dwelling,  “is  the  end 
of  New  Amsterdam  parish  and  the 
next  house  to  it  is  the  beginning  of 
Port  Mourant.”  I was  surprised! 

As  we  drove  on,  names  like  “Ng 
Qui  Sang”  and  “Tannessee”,  “Ab- 
dool  & Sons”,  “Cheddi  Jagan”  and 
even  “Smith”  adorned  the  fronts 
of  business  establishments,  hotels 
and  taverns,  Hindoo  temples  and 
factories. 

This  road  along  the  Berbice 
coast  seems  to  be  the  only  one  with 
a fairly  good  surface,  excepting  the 
approaches  to  Georgetown.  The 
soil  along  the  coast  does  not  favour 
the  maintenance  of  good  highways. 
Weaving  in  and  out  among  donkey- 
carts,  hogs,  dogs,  sheep,  goats  and 
cows  we  finally  turned  off  the  road 
into  a driveway  and  almost  ran 
into  the  good  pastor  Father  Mac- 
intosh puttering  around  the  com- 
pound in  his  shirt  sleeves. 

# * # 

If  you’ve  ever  lived  in  the  tropics 
you  will  know  that  the  first  thing 
you  have  to  brace  yourself  for  is 
an  early  and  rude  awakening  in 


An  Indian  and  a Portuguese 
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the  morning.  I say  “brace”  for  you 
just  don’t  wake  up  gradually  and 
peacefully  like  a normal  human 
being.  You  are  literally  blasted 
out  of  your  dreams  by  a series  of 
nerve-wracking  screams  that  seem 
to  originate  directly  beneath  your 
pillow!  Actually  it  may  be  nothing 
more  than  some  bus  driver  barrel- 
ling through  the  village  drumming 
up  business.  (Pay  loads  usually  de- 
pend on  the  size  of  the  drivers' 
horns  and  they  never  miss  a fare.) 
You  may  be  hopelessly  entangled  in 
your  mosquito  net  by  now  and  as 
you  emerge  like  some  beaten  ‘blue- 
fin’  you  take  cover  again  behind 
the  protective  screen  of  net,  for  an- 
other unearthly  wail,  like  that  of  a 
doomed  banshee,  shatters  the 
dawn’s  early  light.  Not  knowing 
whether  you  should  carry  a shot- 
gun or  some  holy  water  you  peer 
into  the  fading  darkness  only  to  see 
a fool  burro  braying  at  the  sunrise. 

* # # 

The  racial  majority  of  Port 
Mourant  is  East  Indian,  probably 
between  70-80%.  The  remainder  is 
composed  of  Negro,  Portuguese, 
Chinese  and  some  Amerindian.  It 
is  interesting  to  note  the  facial 
characteristics  of  the  children  as 
they  come  trooping  through  the 
compound  gate  on  their  way  to  our 
school.  It  is  like  the  League  of 
Nations  in  short  pants  and  blue 
dresses!  “Good  mawning,  Fawtha!” 
the  children  greet  you,  dark  eyes 
flashing  and  white  teeth  gleaming. 
On  they  file  into  the  school,  twelve 


y “C-O-O-L  W-A-T-E-R”. 
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hundred  of  them!  You  wonder 
how  it  holds  them  all,  packed  away 
into  respective  classes,  and  often 
with  only  the  black-board  to  sepa- 
rate “rooms.”  Usually  only  the 
teacher  is  the  dividing  line  between 
one  class  and  another. 

Out  on  the  highway  people  are 
hurrying  along  to  work.  Some  are 
working  on  the  sugar  plantations 
but  the  majority  of  them  are 
headed  for  the  rice  fields  as  this  is 
harvest  season.  Those  fortunate 
enough  to  own  a donkey-cart  can 
transport  the  whole  family  in  a 
body.  More  hands  mean  more 
money.  Practically  every  other 
home  has  at  least  one  bicycle  and 
when  occasion  demands,  a man  may 
carry  his  wife  on  the  cross-bar 
while  his  children  and  implements 
are  piled  on  the  back.  If  there  is 
anything  that  has  the  right-of-way 
on  a highway,  it  is  such  a loaded 
bicycle,  especially  when  spear- 
headed by  two  pitch-forks  jutting 
out  in  front! 

Many  and  varied  as  their  customs 
and  creeds  are,  belief  in  the  one 
True  God  and  assistance  at  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  will  help 
them  attain  one  common  faith  and 
practice. 

We  Scarboro  Fathers  face  a for- 
midable task.  To  you  at  home  we 
look  for  the  help  we  must  have. 
May  God  inspire  you  to  give  it 
even  at  the  cost  of  great  sacrifice. 


THANK  YOU! 

To  all  who  answered  our  call  for 
the  January,  1954  issue,  gratias. 


PRAY 

FOR 

BRITISH  GUIANA 
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A hard  life  can  be  sanctified,  if  not  softened,  by  the  Love  of  God.  Children,  like  this  one, 
await  the  devoted  care  of  Scarboro  Missionaries. 
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co^s  nest 

Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


"If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn”' 

— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 

Ten  years  more,  that’s  about  all!  Fifteen,  maybe,  at  the  outside ! By 
then  the  Reds  will  have  taken  over  America.  No  war.  No  hydrogen 
bombs.  No  mass  slaughter  — till  after  the  victory  has  been  won.  The  coup 
d’etat,  in  course  of  accomplishment  even  while  you  are  reading  these  lines, 
will  be  engineered  to  final  success  by  the  entrenched  and  untouchable 
traitors  in  high  places,  aided  and  abetted  by  their  strategically  placed 
cohorts  in  the  nerve  centers  of  the  nation.  The  men  who  sold  five  hundred 
million  Chinese  into  Communist  slavery  will  finally  betray  America.  The 
saboteurs  who  ordered  ignominious  defeat  in  Korea  will  at  last  achieve 
the  utter  destruction  of  the  nation  that  has  too  long  stood  between 
Russia’s  Communist  leaders  and  a bloody  Communist  world.  It  will  be 
the  fulfilment  of  the  prophecy  made  by  Lenin  in  1923.  “First  we  will  take 
Eastern  Europe,  then  the  masses  of  Asia,  then  we  will  encircle  the  United 
States  which  will  be  the  last  bastion  of  Capitalism.  We  will  not  have  to 
attack.  It  will  fall  like  an  overripe  fruit  into  our  hands.” 

Who  are  these  traitors?  In  what  key  spots  are  they  located  right  now? 
Apparently  we  are  not  to  know  until  it  is  too  late.  It  is  worse  than  useless, 
it  is  military  or  political  suicide  for  any  individual  to  attempt  to  track 
them  down.  For  the  end  is  ever  the  same;  character  assassination,  disgrace 
or  death.  From  Patton  to  Forrestal  to  Wedemeyer;  from  MacArthur  to 
Lawton  to  McCarthy  our  shores  are  littered  with  broken  men,  among  them 
some  of  the  greatest  Americans  of  our  generation.  McCarthy  came  nearest 
to  success.  He  was  “dangerously”  close  to  pay  dirt  in  his  attempt  to 
unearth  the  mysterious  forces  avowed  to  encompass  our  destruction.  That 
was  why  his  disgrace  had  become  an  absolute  necessity  and  would  serve  as 
a deterrent  to  the  McClellans  and  Jenners  and  J.  Edgar  Hoovers  who 
might  be  stupid  enough  to  continue  this  expose  of  treason.  That  was  why 
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a petition  against  his  censure,  signed  by  ten  million  Americans,  was 
brazenly  ignored.  Public  opinion  must  not  be  permitted  to  count  any 
more,  as  witness  the  treatment  accorded  General  MacArthur  who  was 
given  the  greatest  public  acclaim  ever  tendered  to  anybody  in  the  history 
of  the  country  and  is  now  the  forgotten  man. 

# # # 

This  grim  prospect  for  America  was  given  to  us  in  strictest  confidence  by 
two  outstanding  experts  on  Communist  tactics  of  subversion  and  whose 
names  I may  not  reveal.  They  are  firmly  convinced  that  the  nation  is 
doomed;  that  nothing  really  effective  is  being  done  or  can  be  done  to 
arrest  the  progress  of  the  great  betrayal.  Ten  to  fifteen  years  they  say, 
before  the  massacres  in  the  streets  and  convents  and  churches  and  semin- 
aries; before  the  brainwashing  and  the  diabolical  torture  and  the  boat- 
loads of  broken  humans  heading  Northwards  towards  Siberia  and  death. 
In  China,  since  its  “liberation”  by  the  Communists,  fifteen  million  inno- 
cent people  have  been  done  to  death.  But  in  China,  a Red  officer  recently 
told  a departing  missionary,  they  were  not  cruel  enough.  “We  will  be  one 
hundred  times  as  cruel  when  we  take  over  America 

# # * 

Not  only  will  this  verdict  of  the  experts  not  be  generally  accepted  but  it 
is  virtually  impossible  today  to  convince  people  as  a whole  that  America 
is  even  in  danger.  So  long  have  we  been  inoculated  and  anaesthetised  with 
subtle,  soporific  party-line  slogans  about  peace  and  security  and  “ co- 
existence” that  “the  soul  within  us  has  died”;  the  mere  thought  of  resis- 
tance, even  to  the  menace  of  Communist  enslavement,  has  come  to  be 
regarded  as  a sort  of  treason  to  a peace-loving  world.  North  America  today 
comprises  in  its  population  a truly  alarming  number  of  naive  defeatists;  of 
innocent  lambs  ready  — “eager”,  one  would  be  tempted  to  say  at  times  — 
to  be  led  to  the  Communist  slaughterhouse.  Let  anybody  advocate  a 
strong  stand  against  Communist  aggression  and  immediately  there  is  a 
hue  and  cry  of  “warmonger”.  We  must  be  “ realistic ” about  the  present  last 
stand  of  freedom  in  Asia.  Pay  any  price,  any  time,  for  another  “cease  fire” 
anywhere  on  earth,  even  the  price  of  handing  the  whole  of  Asia  over  to 
Red  domination.  See  to  it  that  there  never  will  be  any  further  attempt  to 
liberate  the  Chinese  Mainland.  Eliminate  the  troublesome  Chiang  Kai 
Shek.  Bottle  him  up  forever  on  Formosa  or,  for  that  matter,  in  exile  and 
make  use  of  the  mighty  U.S.  Seventh  Fleet  to  ensure  the  surrender  of  some 
of  his  vital  off-shore  islands.  Invite  the  murderers  of  priests  and  sisters  and 
American  uniformed  men  to  the  conference  table  and  welcome  them  as 
“respected”  members  of  the  United  Nations.  Condone.  Appease.  Pretend. 
But  above  all  forever  surrender.  Peace  in  our  time,  wherever  we’ve  heard 
that  before.  Bury  your  head  in  the  sand  while  Russia  enslaves  the  rest  of 
the  world  and  hope  — oh,  just  somehow  — that  it  cannot  happen  here. 
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Thank  Heaven  not  all  people  have  given  up.  A few  brave  souls  in 
America  are  trying  to  arouse  the  country  from  its  sleep  of  death.  Magazines 
like  the  American  Mercury  and  the  U.S.  News  and  World  Report.  Column- 
ists like  Sokolsky,  Lawrence  and  Budenz.  Radio  commentators  such  as 
Winchell,  Fulton  Lewis  Jr.,  and  John  T.  Flynn.  I have  before  me  an 
interesting  letter  from  one  such  lecturer  not  perhaps  so  well  known,  a lady 
who  has  consistently  spoken  against  the  Communist  menace,  who  has  been 
hounded  and  persecuted  and  finally  forced  to  sell  her  home  and  move  out 
of  her  home  State.  Hear  what  she  has  to  say  on  this  subject:  “I  believe 
the  same  diabolical  plans  will  be  duplicated  in  America,  for  the  men  who 
are  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  Lucifer  are  bound  to  crucify  the  followers 
of  Christ.  They  are  a bunch  of  sanctimonious,  holier-than-thou  hypocrites. 
Watch  them  crucify  McCarthy.  Yes,  we  do  need  many  prayers.  But  let  me 
ask  you  this.  Do  you  think  the  general  run  of  Catholics  have  any  inkling 
of  the  danger  all  around  them?  Is  it  not  a fact  that  people  do  not  pray  for 
help  unless  they  believe  they  need  it? 

Despite  all  of  Bishop  Sheen’s  telecasts,  the  Fatima  Crusade,  the  Rosary 
Crusade,  etc.,  I do  not  find  Catholics  in  general  recognizing  that  there  are 
serious  dangers  to  their  souls,  their  homes,  their  families,  their  way  of  life. 
When  I try  to  draw  their  attention  to  what  I know,  they  look  at  me  with  a 
blank,  dubious  stare.  Human  beings  do  not  come  to  their  senses  until 
they  suffer  themselves.  So  I suppose  we  are  going  to  have  to  suffer  before 
there  is  an  awakening.” 

* * # 

I have  heard  Bishop  Cuthbert  O’Gara  discuss  this  subject  at  length.  He 
is  distressed  and  deeply  disturbed  over  the  failure  of  people  in  this  country 
to  recognize  the  danger  of  the  Communist  threat.  And  Bishop  O’Gara 
knows  all  about  Communism  from  first  hand  experience.  For  he  spent 
twenty-four  months  in  solitary  confinement  in  China  in  an  old  hut  located 
between  a pigsty  and  a latrine.  A recent  interview  he  granted  the  Catholic 
Press  in  Pittsburgh  should  do  much  to  awaken  those  who  still  favor 
appeasement  of  Red  China.  “The  people  of  the  United  States”  he  stated, 
“ do  not  appreciate  the  magnitude  of  the  defeat  the  West  has  suffered 
since  1945.  It  is  incredible  that  such  a small  group  of  pro-Communist 
pseudo-intellectuals  should  have  effected  in  so  short  a time  one  of  the 
greatest  turn-overs  in  the  history  of  mankind.” 

Bishop  O’Gara  said  that  this  defeat  could  not  be  blamed  on  stupidity 
but  had  been  deliberately  and  cold-bloodedly  engineered.  “No  group  of 
Americans”  he  said  “could  be  that  stupid.  The  deliberate  throwing  away 
of  victory  after  World  War  II  is  confirmed  by  the  whole  list  of  ‘stupidities’ 
since  VJ  day.  And  these  stupidities  are  still  going  on.  Someone  is  still 
directing  the  sell-out .” 

* * * 
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Apropos  of  what  would  happen  in  America  should  the  Reds  take  over, 
I have  before  me  at  the  moment  a document  that  affords  fruit  for  medita- 
tion. It  is  a list  of  192  priests,  some  of  whom  I knew  personally,  who  have 
been  murdered  in  China  and  the  list  is  admittedly  incomplete.  Read  for 
yourself  the  nature  of  the  treatment  meted  out  to  those  martyred  servants 
of  God  and  then  ask  yourself  if  our  fight  today  is  not  against  Principalities 
and  the  Powers  of  Darkness.  Father  Charles  Osnagui,  buried  alive,  Feb. 
1942;  Father  Humbert  Verdini , burned  with  some  thirty  Christians,  July 
1942;  Sister  Anne  Chang , dragged  to  death,  March,  1948;  Father  Joseph 
Chang,  dragged,  beaten,  shot,  Oct.  1947;  Archbishop  Cyril  Jarre,  O.F.M., 
died  in  jail,  March,  1952;  Father  Francis  Hsiao,  died  after  tortures  Good 
Friday,  1950;  Father  Seraphin  Shih  (and  many  of  his  fellow  Trappists),  head 
crushed  between  stones.  And  so  the  story  goes  for  all  of  the  192  who  were 
done  to  death.  All  this  at  the  hands  of  the  Red  Chinese  murderers  who 
still  hold  some  900  Americans  in  their  filthy  dungeons  and  who,  if  our 
nitwit  liberals  have  the  final  say-so,  will  be  permitted  to  shoot  their 
bloody  way  into  the  United  Nations.  Truly  — whom  the  gods  wish  to 
destroy  they  first  make  mad. 


Pictured  below  is  one  of  the  thousauds  of  processions  held  in  honour  of  the  visit  of 
the  famed  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  to  churches,  colleges,  hospitals,  prisons  — every  sort 
of  Catholic  institution  throughout  the  United  States.  Monsignor  McGrath,  in  official 
robes,  left  foreground  and  Fr.  Desmond  Stringer  beside  the  statue,  are  shown  amongst 
other  members  of  the  clergy.  Msgr.  McGrath  is  now  in  his  seventh  year  of  the  touir. 
He  is  the  author  of  “Fatima  or  World  Suicide.”  Now  being  printed  is  Fr.  Stringer’s 
“Her  Plan  for  Peace”  which  is  reviewed  this  month  in  the  columns  of  this  magazine. 
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Desmond  Stringer,  S.F.M. 


HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE 

Reviewed  by  FRANCIS  DIEMERT,  S.F.M. 

TVTHEN  the  King  of  Peace  was  dying  on  the  throne  of  the 
**  Cross  He  entrusted  the  incomparable  treasure  of  His  own 
Blessed  Mother  to  His  Beloved  Disciple,  St.  John.  With  the 
death  of  St.  John  there  came  to  a close  the  long  history  of  God’s 
special  manifestations  to  men  in  what  is  called  “Public  Revela- 
tion”. Christ  had  established  His  Church  and  appointed  Her 
the  infallible  Guardian  and  sole  interpreter  of  that  marvellous 
deposit  of  Faith.  Henceforth  and  for  all  time  everything  neces- 
sary for  the  salvation  of  souls  could  and  would  be  derived  from 
that  Divine  Source. 

Holding  fast  to  this  important  truth  of  our  Faith  we  know 
that  it  does  not  militate  against  the  possibility  of  God  revealing 
either  directly  or  through  some  heavenly  messenger,  and  for 
some  special  reason,  the  urgency  or  practical  adaptability  of 
some  point  of  that  Divine  Deposit.  Such  manifestation  is  called 
“Private  Revelation”  and  when  accepted  by  the  Church  may  be 
safely  believed  and  put  into  practice.  This  is  usually  the  origin 
of  new  devotions  in  the  Church. 

As  assistant-director  of  the  famed  Pilgrim  Virgin  tour  in  the  UJS.  ^ 
Fr.  Stringer  preached  to,  and  answered  the  questions  of,  thousands.  ^ 
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“HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE’’  A SAFE  AND  EASIL' 

Father  Desmond  Stringer  in  his  timely  book  “HER  PLAN  FOR 
PEACE”  is  careful  to  point  out  clearly  that  in  her  message  to  the  three 
children  at  Fatima,  Our  Blessed  Lady  was  not  bringing  from  Heaven  some 
new  teaching,  but,  as  a loving  Mother,  came  to  warn  her  children  of  im- 
pending catastrophe  if  they  continued  to  ignore  the  truth  so  plainly 
taught  by  her  Divine  Son,  namely,  “Unless  you  shall  do  penance,  you  shall 
all  likewise  perish.”  That  the  message  of  Our  Lady  at  Fatima  has  been 
accepted  by  the  Church  as  genuine  we  need  but  recall  that  the  Holy  See 
sent  a special  legate  to  the  great  celebrations  held  at  Fatima  in  October 
1950.  Moreover,  the  common  devotion  of  the  Five  First  Saturdays,  which 
had  its  origin  in  that  message  at  Fatima,  has  received  new  impetus  from 
the  permission  granted  by  the  Church  to  celebrate  the  Mass  of  the  Im- 
maculate Heart  of  Mary  on  the  First  Saturday  of  the  month  in  any 
Church  where  some  devotion  to  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary  is  practised. 

The  careful  reader  of  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  will  be  pleased  to 
discover  the  satisfactory  answers  to  many  puzzling  questions  which  have 
bothered  most  of  us  concerning  the  urgency  of  the  message  of  Fatima.  The 
answers  to  such  questions  as:  Why  the  long  lapse  of  time  between  the 
events  at  Fatima  and  the  diffusion  throughout  the  world  of  the  important 
message?  Why  the  ignorance  and  indifference  of  so  many  people  regarding 
the  contents  of  the  heavenly  warning?  Why  such  reluctance  on  the  part  of 
so  many  of  us  to  get  busy  and  do  something  ourselves  when  we  are  all  so 
anxious  to  have  peace  in  the  world?  These  and  many  other  questions  will 
find  their  solution  as  the  reader  follows  the  trend  of  thought  running 
through  the  first  part  of  the  book. 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE,  which  will  be  available  early  in  May,  as  the 
title  indicates  does  not  deal  with  the  story  of  Fatima  as  such.  Father 
Stringer  chose,  rather  to  dwell  upon  a fact  too  often  overlooked  by  man- 
kind in  general.  This  fact  is  the  slowness  of  heart  and  the  carelessness  of 
men  to  heed  warnings  of  imminent  danger  and  disaster  until  it  is  too  late 
to  take  advantage  of  the  warning.  By  considering  the  history  of  the  Old 
Law  we  are  made  to  realize  how  this  heedlessness  on  the  part  of  men  to 
take  the  warnings  of  God  seriously  has  led  to  much  suffering  and  distress. 

In  order  that  history  might  not  repeat  itself  in  our  times.  Father  Stringer 
in  his  book  takes  great  pains  to  make  us  realize  before  it  is  too  late,  the 
urgency  of  the  warning  contained  in  the  message  of  Fatima. 

That  the  author  of  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  is  very  well  qualified  to 
impress  us  with  this  insistent  call  for  prayer  and  penance  is  shown  from 
the  fact  that  the  book  is  the  result  of  his  five  years  of  experience  as  assis- 
tant to  Monsignor  McGrath  in  the  pilgrimage  of  the  Statue  of  Fatima 
throughout  at  least  forty-two  States  of  the  United  States.  Because  of  a 
cancer  operation  he  was  forced  to  relinquish  that  work  which  he  had  come 
to  love  so  dearly.  But  still  so  very  much  convinced  of  the  need  to  spread 
the  message,  with  his  book  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  he  is  able  to  pursue 
that  end  with  his  pen. 
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OLLOWED  GUIDE  FOR  ALL  READER  GROUPS 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  shows  why  the  message  of  Fatima  must  be 
very  important  by  stressing  the  fact  that  it  was  no  less  a messenger  than 
the  Queen  of  Peace  herself  who  came  to  make  it  known  to  men.  Unlike 
worldly  plans  for  peace  which  so  frequently  fail  utterly,  because  they 
result  from  endless  discussions  which  are  so  mixed  up  with  purely  selfish 
motives,  Our  Lady’s  plan  is  simple,  supernaturally  motivated  and  straight- 
forward. Mary’s  plan  for  peace,  as  Father  Stringer  so  well  points  out,  is  a 
plan  that  must  be  lived  and  must  start  with  the  individual.  Then  like 
leaven  it  will  seep  through  the  whole  community  and  eventually  through- 
out the  world. 

No  one  will  deny  that  the  state  of  conflict  and  unrest  and  turmoil  that 
exists  in  our  present-day  world  is  the  result  of  lies,  propaganda,  false 
promises  and  broken  treaties.  It  is  no  cause  for  wonder  then,  that  our 
loving  Mother  in  Heaven  should  be  so  very  much  concerned  about  her 
children  in  the  ignorance  of  Her  Divine  Son’s  promise  “The  truth  shall 
make  you  free.’’  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  assures  that  freedom. 

Since  an  essential  condition  for  the  realization  of  this  plan  for  peace  is 
a fifteen  minute  meditation  on  the  mysteries  of  the  Rosary,  the  second 
part  of  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  is  concerned  with  this  condition.  The 
simple  and  appealing  explanation  of  what  meditation  is  brings  home  to  us 
the  fact  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  stipulating  this  condition  is  seeking  her 
sufficient  number  of  souls  from  all  classes  of  people,  the  healthy  and  the 
sick;  the  rich  and  the  poor;  the  educated  and  the  uneducated.  Father 
Stringer  then  goes  on  to  give  us  a simple  meditation  on  each  one  of  the 
fifteen  mysteries.  Without  intruding  his  own  ideas  and  reflections  into 
these  short  meditations  he  is  content  to  provide  each  one  of  us  with 
thought-provoking  spiritual  food,  leaving  the  reader  to  make  his  or  her 
own  personal  reflections  and  to  draw  practical  conclusions  or  resolutions 
for  everyday  life. 

Quoting  the  exact  words  of  Our  Lady’s  message  at  Fatima,  the  author 
of  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  makes  a final  and  convincing  appeal  to  his 
readers  to  join  the  ranks  of  those  who  have  already  heeded  the  call  for 
prayer  and  penance  so  that  the  “sufficient  number”  may  be  speedily 
reached.  We  can  be  sure  from  Mary’s  promise  that  once  the  sufficient 
number  is  reached  the  plan  for  peace  will  immediately  take  shape  and  will 
bring  to  this  war- torn  and  battle-weary  world  the  peace  for  which  it  has 
been  awaiting  for  so  many  years. 

Anyone  who  is  sincerely  interested  in  peace  will  want  to  read  HER 
PLAN  FOR  PEACE,  and  having  read  it  will  be  convinced  of  the  need  to 
start  doing  his  or  her  share  in  bringing  it  about  by  a cheerful  and  willing 
resolution  to  make  the  Five  First  Saturdays  and  to  live  a life  which  will  be 
pleasing  to  God  because  of  its  holiness.  And  it  is  possible  that  even  in  spite 
of  the  dark  outlook  of  the  present  world  conditions,  we  may  see  realized 
in  our  own  generation  the  fulfillment  of  the  words  of  the  Psalmist: 
“Righteousness  and  Peace  have  met  in  a ‘true  and  lasting’  embrace.” 
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4 John  McGoey,  S.F.M. 


KNIGHT  - LETTER 

from 

FATHER  McGOEY 


A few  short  years  ago , when  one  of  my  responsibilities  was  to  dream  up 
ways  and  means  of  getting  together  the  money  required  to  start  work  on 
our  new  seminary,  there  was  a provincial  convention  of  the  Knights  of 
Columbus  to  be  held  in  the  Prince  Edward  Hotel  in  Windsor.  I began 
to  think  about  the  Knights  and  all  the  wonderful  work  they  had  under- 
taken throughout  the  years.  It  seemed  to  me  that  the  Knights  deserved  to 
have  some  sort  of  a monument  to  them  which  would  have  more  signifi- 
cance than  a piece  of  granite.  Then  it  dawned  on  me.  Why  couldn't  the 
Knights  of  Columbus  build  our  chapel  in  the  new  seminary  as  a mem- 
orial to  all  their  members,  and  in  which  the  young  men  dedicating  their 
lives  to  the  work  of  the  foreign  missions  would  remember  especially  the 
souls  of  the  deceased  Knights  of  Columbus  for  as  long  as  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  would  exist f 
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That  was  a nice  dream , although  I must  say  that  I fully  realized  dreams 
and  reality  do  not  mix  too  well  After  all,  these  conventions  have  agenda 
well-prepared  in  advance  and  it  is  not  an  easy  matter  to  jockey  some  new 
resolution  into  position  regardless  of  its  merits.  Nevertheless  I got  in  my 
car  and  headed  for  Windsor  and  the  convention.  The  rest  is  history.  1 
told  the  Knights,  in  time  graciously  given  me  from  a well-filled  schedule 
of  sessions,  something  about  the  work  of  the  Society  and  hardships  that 
our  priests  had  suffered,  and  the  idea  now  to  be  put  before  them.  The 
alacrity  with  which  the  assembled  delegates  jumped  at  the  proposal  to 
build  a chapel  for  us  by  setting  aside  seventy-five  thousand  dollars  over  a 
ten-year  period  just  about  floored  me. 

Amongst  the  things  I told  the  delegates,  was  that  this  work  on  our 
behalf  would  be  always  before  our  priests,  especially  those  in  the  missions. 
I did  not  dare  to  hope  that  I would  ever  see  a mission  again  for  I had 
already  had  cancer,  and  heart  trouble,  and  a few  accessories.  But  strange 
are  God's  ways  for  I got  so  sick  that  I could  no  longer  carry  on  my  work 
promoting  resources  for  the  missions.  In  fact  I became  so  useless  that 
about  the  only  place  I could  do  anything  was  a small  island  some  place  in 
the  Caribbean.  I have  found  that  island,  and  an  intense  happiness.  Now 
as  I look  back,  I just  want  the  Knights  to  know  that  I cannot  tell  them 
how  often  I remember  that  day  in  Windsor,  Ontario,  nor  how  sincerely, 
as  / say  Mass  each  day,  I ask  God's  blessing  on  all  the  Knights,  and 
especially  the  deceased  who  need  prayers.  I still  think  no  better  memorial 
could  ever  be  built  than  that  chapel  with  the  Knights'  crest  over  the  door, 
and  their  memories  sanctified  in  the  Masses  and  prayers  of  our  priests  and 
students. 


Harbour  Island,  Bahamas,  where  Father  McGoey  is  pastor  of  Blessed  Sacrament  Church 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  Girls  and  Boys, 

As  I promised,  here  is  your  story,  and  it  will  be  continued  from  month 
to  month  although  each  chapter  is  complete  in  itself.  On  another  page 
you  will  see  a picture  of  our  authoress.  She  is  just  as  nice  as  she  looks.  If 
you  like  the  stories  then  drop  me  a line  and  I'll  tell  her.  Don’t  forget! 

Father  Stringer,  our  Editor,  gives  me  four  pages  every  month  just  for 
you.  Now,  you  and  I — all  of  us  — have  a chance  to  show  our  thanks  to 
him.  In  case  you  don’t  know,  let  me  tell  you  that  he  spent  five  years  in 
the  United  States  telling  thousands  of  people  about  our  Lady  of  Fatima,  j 
He  mentioned  to  me  he  enjoyed  talking  to  the  children  most  of  all.  And 
now  he  has  written  a book  to  help  Canadian  children  — and  grown-ups 
too  — understand  exactly  what  our  Blessed  Mother  wants  us  to  do  so  that 
our  loved  ones  won’t  have  to  go  to  war  and  die  any  more,  but  have 
peace  to  help  us  all  get  to  heaven.  He  shows  each  one  of  us  how  to  do  j 
this.  He  also  has  the  story  of  each  mystery  of  the  Rosary  to  help  you  say  it 
much  better  than  ever  before. 

So  let’s  go,  J.M’ers!  Let’s  show  the  world  and  our  Blessed  Mother  that 
we  want  peace,  of  the  kind  and  in  the  way  She  wants  it.  Don't  pester  Dad 
or  Mom  for  money  to  buy  the  book;  make  your  own  sacrifices  to  save  the  : 
money.  It  costs  only  two  dollars.  Are  you  brave  enough?  It  would  make 
a nice  birthday  or  graduation  present. 

‘Bye  for  now  and  remember  all  of  us  in  your  prayers. 

God  bless  you,  _ . 

1 Father  Jim. 
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INTRODUCTION 


Meet  Miss  Patricia  McDonough 
who  has  written  the  Prince  of 
Kabu  just  for  you.  I won’t  spoil 
your  fun  by  telling  you  ahead  of 
time  what  it  is  about.  But,  just  to 
tease  you  a bit,  do  you  know  why 
the  Ox  has  such  sad  eyes  and 
never  speaks?  It’s  because  . . . No, 
I mustn’t  tell  you;  it’s  in  the  story. 
You  sure  are  lucky  to  be  Junior 
Missionaries  and  have  the  chance 
to  read  it! 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  Patricia  McDonough 

The  land  of  Kabu  in  ancient  China  had  a new  prince  at  last. 

“Hurray,  hurray,”  rang  out  the  cymbals. 

“Our  land  is  blessed!”  cried  the  people.  They  ran  through  the  streets 
shouting  with  the  excitement  of  the  news.  Everywhere  there  was  joyous 
celebration,  except  in  the  palace  where  the  prince  was  born. 

“I  won’t  stand  tor  it!”  boomed  the  emperor.  “Whoever  heard  of  a 
prince  being  called  ‘Joseph’?  I will  not  call  my  son  ‘Joseph’.  He  shall  be 
called  ‘Nabu  of  Kabu’,  as  his  father  was  called,  and  his  father  before  him. 
Who  was  the  prophet  who  came  here  at  the  birth  of  my  son,  and  said  we 
should  call  him  by  such  a name  as  ‘Joseph’?  Find  the  old  man  who  came 
here!”  The  emperor’s  voice  roared  throughout  the  palace  halls. 

“Yes,  oh  exalted  Emperor.  Yes,  of  course  we  will  find  him,”  answered 
everyone. 

The  chief  steward  asked  where  the  old  man  had  gone.  The  chief  of  the 
guards  asked  who  let  such  a scoundrel  into  the  palace.  The  ladies-in- 
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waiting  scurried  to  and  fro,  to  find  out  who  permitted  the  stranger  to 
enter  the  empress’  room. 

Who  was  this  old  man  with  the  long  beard  and  staff?  No  one  knew;  no 
one  even  remembered  seeing  him  in  the  corridors.  Only  the  empress  had 
seen  him.  She  alone  was  able  to  tell  her  people  what  had  happened  at  the 
birth  of  her  son. 


“Oh  dear!”  she  sobbed.  “The  first  thing  I knew,  this  very  handsome, 
old  gentleman  was  standing  beside  me  with  my  new-born  son  in  his  arms. 
He  told  me  to  call  him  ‘Joseph’,  a very  barbaric  name,  don’t  you  think?  He 
said  my  son  would  sow  the  seeds  of  the  Gospel  — whatever  that  is  — on 
Chinese  soil.  Just  imagine  a prince  being  a common  labourer!  Oh  dear,” 
wept  the  empress,  “I  am  so  humiliated.” 


“Now  stop  crying!”  thundered  the  emperor.  “Tell  me  what  else 
happened.” 

“Well,”  said  the  empress,  trying  to  overcome  her  humiliation,  “the  old 
man  placed  this  book  in  my  son’s  hands,  telling  him  to  teach  it  to  the 
people  and  prepare  the  soil  for  future  generations.”  “Oh  boo-hoo,”  the 
empress  broke  down,  “how  humiliating  to  have  my  son  working  in  the 
fields  with  the  rest  of  the  people.” 

“Please,”  interrupted  the  emperor,  “if  you  can  stop  crying  for  a moment, 
tell  me  who  this  man  was.  Perhaps  he  was  a spy  trying  to  take  over  my 
government,  and  destroy  the  young  prince.” 

“Oh,  I don’t  think  so,”  whimpered  the  empress,  “he  had  such  a kind 
face.  That’s  a mark  of  real  gentility,  you  know.  I’m  sure  he  was  a high- 
born  gentleman  of  some  sort.  Now  that  I think  of  it,  he  looked  much  like 
the  dark-skinned  race  from  the  barbaric  lands.  His  name  too  was  ‘Joseph’. 
‘Joseph’  — like  my  little  boy  is  going  to  be  called.”  The  empress  was 
mumbling  to  herself.  “How  adventurous!  I think  I will  call  him  ‘Joseph’. 
I’m  sure  only  the  barbarian  chieftains  are  called  by  that  name.”  The 
empress  continued  talking  about  her  son,  while  the  emperor  was  busy 
looking  through  the  mysterious  Book.  “I  might  even  let  him  work  with 
the  common  people  for  a few  days.  Then  they  will  think  their  ruler  loves 
them  for  what  they  are,  and  not  for  what  riches  they  can  give  our  land. 
Then  when  he  is  — ” 


“What  are  you  mumbling  about?”  shouted  the  emperor.  “Never  mind, 
don’t  tell  me.  I want  you  to  listen  closely  to  what  this  silly  book  says.  ‘In 
the  Beginning,  all  things  were  made’.”  The  emperor  lowered  his  voice  for 
a moment.  “My  dear  empress,  now  I am  about  to  ask  you  a very  important 
question.  Whoever  heard  of  anything  being  made  at  any  time  except  in 
the  beginning?  Isn’t  that  crazy?  The  Book  doesn’t  even  say  in  the  begin- 
ning of  what.  What  had  a beginning?”  The  emperor  was  becoming  con- 
fused. “From  where?  What  began  from  where?  Oh  my  ancestors,”  boomed 
the  emperor  in  exasperation,  “why  do  people  write  books  to  confuse  me? 
I'll  bring  it  to  the  wise  men  in  the  temple.  Now,  my  dear,”  he  said,  turn- 
ing to  the  empress,  “you  have  given  me  a son  and  heir.  What  gift  can  I 
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NEW  BRUNSWICK: 

Our  Lady  of  Sacred  Heart  Academy, 
Dalhousie,  N.B. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 

Sackville,  N.B. 

St.  Vincent’s  Girls  High  School, 

St.  John,  N.B. 


QUEBEC: 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent, 

Sheenboro,  Que. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Bryson,  Que. 

St.  Ann’s  Kindergarten  School, 
Montreal,  Que. 


FOR  TEACHERS  ONLY 

Order  your  required  number  of  free  book  covers  now.  Delivery  will  be 
made  in  time  for  September  school  opening.  Orders  from  pupils  will 
not  be  considered. 


give  you  that  will  please  you  most?  To  celebrate  this  great  occasion,  I will 
give  you  anything  in  my  power.” 

“Do  you  promise,  my  Emperor?” 

“An  Emperor’s  promise  I give  you.” 

“Well  then,”  replied  the  empress,  with  a sly  smile,  “the  greatest  gift  you 
can  give  me,  is  to  call  my  son  by  the  name  which  pleases  me.” 

“Why  of  course,  my  dear.”  The  emperor’s  chuckle  resounded  like  a roar. 
“Choose  the  name,  and  I shall  declare  it  to  the  people  immediately.” 

“I  want  you  to  call  him  ‘Joseph’,  ‘Prince  Joseph’.” 

At  these  words,  the  emperor  turned  white  with  surprise.  What  would 
his  ancestors  say? 

“You  promised  me,  my  Emperor.” 

“As  you  wish,”  he  answered  solemnly.  “But  on  one  condition;  please 
let  me  call  him  ‘Nabu  of  Kabu’,  in  private.” 

“Of  course;  now,  go  and  tell  the  people  the  good  news.” 

And  so  it  was  that  the  little  prince  of  Kabu  in  China,  was  called  “His 
Excellency,  Prince  Joseph”.  (To  be  continued) 

Copyrighted  May  1955  by  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  All  rights  reserved. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-Seven 


E T CETERA 

by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 

■ Here’s  a true  story  that  can  be  told  over  and  over  without  becoming 
wearisome  in  the  telling.  It’s  about  a Nun.  She  died  early  in  March,  this 
year.  Ninety-six  years  old  she  was.  She  owned  more  than  twenty  million 
dollars  in  her  lifetime.  Yet,  when  she  travelled  (and  she  travelled  a lot) 
she  didn’t  “go  Pullman”  nor  eat  in  train  diners.  Instead,  she  sat  up  all 
night  in  a day-coach  and  ate  from  a paper-bag.  An  old  miser?  Well,  she 
surely  was  old.  What  kind  of  a “miser”  she  was  you  can  judge  for  your- 
self. Read  on. 

■ The  nun’s  father  was  an  extremely  wealthy  man,  a partner  of  J.  P. 
Morgan  in  the  banking  business  seventy  years  ago.  That  long  ago,  he  left 
his  more  than  fifteen  million  dollar  fortune  to  Charities  in  Philadelphia, 
but  on  condition  that  while  the  three  daughters  lived  they  would  get  the 
income  from  that  vast  sum.  One  daughter  died  in  1890;  another  in  1945. 
The  third  is  the  nun  I’m  telling  you  about. 

■ The  year  of  their  father’s  death,  1885,  the  three  daughters  were  received 
in  audience  by  Pope  Leo  XIII.  They  spoke  to  the  Holy  Father  about  the 
neglect  of  the  spiritual  welfare  of  Negroes  and  Indians  throughout  the 
United  States.  The  young  women,  all  ardent  Catholics,  had  seen  it  for 
themselves  in  their  travels.  They  had  been  asked  to  help  by  Catholic 
missionaries  worried  over  the  situation.  United  States  Government  policy 
allowed  a subsidy  to  be  paid  for  every  Indian  child  taken  into  a religious 
school  on  a reservation.  But  to  get  this  aid  the  religious  groups  had  first 
to  build  their  own  schools  and  staff  and  maintain  them.  The  Catholic 
missionary  dioceses  were  too  poor  to  do  much.  The  three  rich  young 
women  built  schools  in  many  places.  And  now  the  great  Pope  was  asking 
one  of  them  to  start  a religious  community  of  her  own  that  would  help  the 
poor  Indians  and  Negroes.  She  responded  to  the  invitation,  entered  the 
Sisters  of  Mercy  at  Pittsburg,  and  soon  thereafter  received  permission  to 
establish  a Community  of  her  own.  Today  that  Community  has  more 
than  500  professed  Sisters  with  49  institutions  in  24  Archdioceses  and 
Dioceses  in  21  different  States  of  the  Union.  The  name  of  the  Community: 
the  Sisters  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  for  Indians  and  Negroes.  And  the 
name  of  the  American  millionairess  who  gave  all  her  money,  and  the 
greater  gift  of  her  self,  to  that  work  for  God  and  souls  was  Katherine 
Drexel. 

■ In  an  age  when  the  squandering  of  untold  wealth  on  sin  and  evil  is 
detailed  by  the  daily  press,  it  is  refreshing  to  be  reminded  in  our  Catholic 
press  of  one  rich  woman  who  lived  in  voluntary  poverty  so  that  her  wealth 
could  give  honour  and  glory  to  God.  Her  life  is  an  example  of  dedicated 
personal  service  to  God’s  poor  that  forms  one  of  the  most  glorious  chapters 
in  the  history  of  the  Church  in  America.  The  world  could  stand  a few 
more  heavenly  misers  like  Mother  Mary  Katherine  Drexel. 
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OLD  GLORIES 

NEVER  DIE 


Ruins  of  Old  San  Nicolas 


The  Department  of  Public  Health 
in  the  Dominican  Republic  has 
celebrated  the  450th  anniversary  of 
the  founding  of  the  Royal  Hospital 
of  San  Nicolas  de  Bari  (St.  Ni- 
cholas' Hospital)  situated  in  Cui- 
dad  Trujillo.  This  was  the  first 
hospital  constructed  by  Europeans 
in  the  New  World. 

According  to  extant  data  the 
building  took  three  years  to  con- 
struct and  was  finished  under  the 
administration  of  Nicolas  de 
Ovando,  Governor  of  the  Spanish 
Colonies  who  resided  in  the  then 
city  of  Santo  Domingo. 

St.  Nicholas'  Hospital  was  in- 
stalled in  three  great  halls  construc- 
ted over  the  three  naves  of  the 
church  of  the  same  name.  The  first 
patients  were  received  in  the  year 
1506.  It  is  interesting  to  note  that 
Fernando  Cortez,  conqueror  of 
Mexico,  was  acting  at  that  time  as 
Notary  Public  in  the  city  of  Azua 
in  Hispaniola,  now  known  as  the 
Dominican  Republic.  He  had  not 


yet  set  out  to  seize  the  vast  silver 
mines  of  Mexico. 

In  the  second  half  of  the  16th 
century  the  hospital  had  accommo- 
dation for  about  60  beds  and  cared 
for  about  700  patients  annually. 
Many  of  them  were  sailors  who 
came  to  the  Ozama  Port. 

St.  Nicholas’  Hospital  was  incor- 
porated into  the  Roman  Arch- 
hospital of  the  Holy  Ghost  founded 
by  Pope  Innocent  3rd  in  Rome. 
The  year  of  incorporation  was 
1541. 

Many  of  the  original  documents 
concerning  the  hospital  were  des- 
troyed in  1586  when  Sir  Francis 
Drake  occupied  the  Cathedral  of 
Santo  Domingo  and  pillaged  the 
city. 

The  actual  ruins  of  this  wonder- 
ful hospital  show  its  great 
proportions.  Incidentally,  it  por- 
trays another  aspect  of  Spanish 
colonization  technique. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


“Oh,  doctor,  I’m  so  upset”,  said  the 
woman.  “My  husband  seems  to  be 
wandering  in  his  mind.” 

“Don’t  let  that  worry  you”,  replied  the 
doctor.  “I  know  your  husband  — he 
can’t  go  far.” 

❖ ❖ H* 

Right  on  the  deadline  in  a crowded 
paper,  Paul  Crume,  night  editor  of  the 
Dallas  Morning  News,  had  an  insistent 
woman  on  the  phone  reporting  an  item. 

“We’ll  certainly  try  to  make  it,”  said 
Mr.  Crume,  “but  you  see,  it’s  late  and 
we’re  a little  tight.” 

“Well!”  retorted  the  lady.  “It  seems 
to  me  that  if  you’re  going  to  work  for 
the  Dallas  News  you  should  stay  sober 
until  you  get  the  paper  out.” 

— Editor  & Publisher 

sjc  ^ 

“Mummy,”  called  little  Lisa,  “will  you 
please  button  up  my  dress  for  me?” 

“You’ll  have  to  do  it  yourself,”  shouted 
her  mother  from  the  kitchen.  “I’m  much 
too  busy!” 

“Oh,  dear,”  sighed  Lisa,  struggling 
with  the  buttons.  “I  don’t  know  what  I’d 
do  without  myself!” 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

Harry  Hershfield  tells  about  a woman 
— very  nouveau  riche  — who  really 
pulled  out  all  the  stops  in  fixing  up  her 
new  apartment.  She  employed  a top 
decorator  and  gave  strict  orders  to  buy 
the  finest  and  most  expensive  furnishings 
available. 

By  the  time  the  job  was  through,  the 
decorator  felt  he  knew  the  woman  well 
enough  to  offer  a few  words  of  advice. 
“Now”,  he  pointed  out,  “your  home  is  in 
such  beautiful  taste,  you  must  display 
the  same  taste  in  your  manners.  For 
example,  you’ve  got  to  stop  telling  guests 
how  much  everything  costs.”  “You’re 
absolutely  right!”  cried  the  woman  de- 
lightedly. “I’ll  tell  them  to  guess.” 

— American  Weekly 


An  official  of  the  United  States  Mari- 
time Commission  was  approached  by  a 
die-hard  prohibitionist  who  wanted  to 
stop  a ship  from  being  christened  with  a 
bottle  of  champagne. 

“Why,  that’s  the  best  advertising  your 
cause  could  want,”  protested  the  official. 
“After  that  ship  has  its  first  taste  of 
alcohol,  it  immediately  takes  to  water 
and  sticks  to  it.” 

* * * 

“Hey,  lady!  Pull  over!”  shouted  the 
traffic  cop.  And  the  lady  did.  Next  day 
in  court  it  cost  her  ten  dollars.  She  re- 
turned home,  apprehensive  over  her  hus- 
band’s discovery  of  the  incident.  Since 
he  invariably  examined  her  checkbook, 
she  reflected  at  length  on  how  to  explain 
this  item.  Finally,  she  came  to  an  in- 
spiring conclusion.  “One  pull-over,”  she 
wrote,  “ten  dollars.” 

— Mrs.  Sumner  Estes 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

The  late  dramatist  Ferenc  Molnar  was 
once  called  as  a witness  in  a lawsuit. 
The  trial  was  set  for  9 in  the  morning. 
Molnar,  who  had  never  risen  before 
noon  even  when  troubled  with  insomnia, 
made  elaborate  preparations  for  this 
early  rising. 

Promptly  at  8.30  he  was  jostled  firmly 
out  of  bed.  His  eyes  still  heavy  with 
sleep,  he  stumbled  through  breakfast  and 
at  8:50  was  on  the  street,  waiting  for  a 
cab. 

As  he  stood  there  dazedly,  streams  of 
people  passed  him  on  their  way  to  work. 
Molnar  watched  the  passersby  for  several 
minutes.  Then  he  muttered  in  disbelief: 
“My  goodness!  Are  they  all  witnesses?” 
— St.  Louis  Post-Dispatch 
* $ * 

A pessimist  is  a person  who  suggests 
that  the  silver  lining  of  your  cloud  is 
probably  a poor  grade  of  tin  foil. 

— Frances  Rodman. 
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DO  YOU  WANT  PEACE? 


DO  YOU  KNOW  . . . 

that  our  Blessed  Mother  has  stated 
the  conditions  on  which  her  Divine 
Son  will  grant  us  peace? 

Peace  will  come  back  to  this  world 
again  when  men  are  on  their 
knees  before  God. 


God  will  bring  men  back  to  Him- 
self either  by  persuasion  — using 
His  beautiful  Mother — or  by  terror. 


This  is 


THE  MOMENT  OF  PERSUASION 


Read 

"HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE" 

that  you  may  have  a clear  picture  of  what  you  must  do  to  help  our 
Lady  save  us  and  the  world  from  the  terrible  angers  of  God.  Realize 
that  Communism  is  the  instrument  He  is  using  to  scourge  unrepentant 
mankind. 


Send  for  your  copy  today  — Price  $2.00 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

— Orders  Riled  from  May  10  — 

Turn  to  page  19  and  read  the  review.  All  funds  from  sale  of  this 
book  go  to  further  the  works  of  this  Society. 


RENEW 


PROMPTL 


Are 


Then 


you 


moving.' 


send  us  new  and  old 

addresses  three  weeks  in 
advance  p-l-e-a-s-e. 


Though  you  can’t  take  it  with  you , 

You  can  send  it  ahead 
By  giving*  while  living  — 

Don’t  wait  till  you’re  dead! 

When  you  help  make  available  the  facilities  by  which  a young  man  can 
become  a Scarboro  missionary  priest,  you  are  engaged  in  Catholic  Action  of 
the  most  important  kind. 

*By  giving  to  our  Seminary  Fund  you  are  enabling  us  to  furnish  a young 
man  with  a most  precious  opportunity  to  prepare  himself  to  be  one  of 
God’s  Commandos  — a Scarboro  Foreign  Missionary. 

Come  and  see  that  our  present  building  is  by  far  too  small. 

Our  address  is:  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


. 


on,  missions 


Toronto, 


CONGRATULATIONS  ! 


“Scarboro  Missions”  is  proud  and  happy  to  extend  to  Monsignor  McGrath,  S.F.M., 
P.A.,  the  joyful  compliments  of  us  all  on  the  occasion  of  his  reception  of  the.  Blue 
Army  Award  (clerical  division)  for  his  outstanding  crusade  against  the  evils  of 
Communism.  Monsignor  is  entering  his  eighth  year  as  director  of  the  famous  Pilgrim 
Virgin  Statue  of  Fatima  tour  of  the  United  States  of  America.  In  the  above  picture, 
Monsignor  readies  the  statue  on  its  platform  before  procession  enters  the  Cathedral  in 
Springfield,  Mass. 
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EDITORIAL 


“The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . . . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest 
if  it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


Proudly  we  present  . How  many  and  varied  have  been 

the  occasions  on  which  these  words  have  been  used  to  introduce  a great 
personage  or  an  important  event!  Every  last  drop  of  rightful  pride  and 
high  elation  contained  in  them,  we  wring  from  them  now  as  we  call  on 
Catholic  Canadians  to  honour  the  members  of  our  Fall  Mission  Band  of 
1955.  (See  Cover.) 


To  the  clergy  of  low  and  high  estate,  these  nine  young  men  are  a joy 
and  consolation.  To  the  laity,  a glorious  inspiration!  To  all  — the  thrilling 
realization  that  the  blood  of  martyrs  has  indeed  been  the  seed  of  heroic 
young  men  in  our  beloved  Canada! 


They  are  going  into  danger  — let  us  make  no  mistake  about  that. 
Strange  languages;  alien  customs;  unappetizing  and  unnourishing  foods  — 
these  are  but  some  of  the  obstacles  which  they  must  surmount.  They  know 
this.  They  know  of  the  many  other  sacrifices  which  must  be  made.  They 
know  them  now.  But  they  are  undaunted.  They  are  Scarboro  Missionaries, 
worthy  of  belonging  to  that  hard-working  right  arm  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  Christ’s  foreign  legion ! 

They  will  hide  the  pain  of  their  sacrifice  behind  a smiling  face,  and 
from  the  depths  of  a lonely  heart  love  for  their  benighted  charges  will  gush 
forth  in  streams  of  grace  won  for  those  souls  by  their  Christ-like  lives. 

In  our  September  issue  we  will  give  a short  personal  history  of  each.  In 
the  meantime  help  ready  them  by  your  own  expressions  of  self-denial. 


OUR  COVER 

These  are  our  Priests  who  leave  this  fail  for  the  missions.  Please  read  from 
RIGHT  to  left:  Francis  Hawkshaw,  Toronto;  Wallace  Chisholm,  Vancouver;  Victor 
Vachon,  Windsor,  Ont.;  Francis  Moylan,  St.  Columban,  Ont.;  Paul  McHugh,  Woods- 
lee,  Ont.;  Robert  Cranley,  Lethbridge,  Alta.;  Thomas  O’Toole,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Harold 
Oxley,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Paul  Pendergast,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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SCARBORO 


LEST  WE  FORGET 

Those  were  happy  days,  when  this  picture  was  taken!  Slowly  but  surely  Catholic 
missionaries  like  our  Scarboro  Fathers  were  leading  millions  of  Chinese  from  out  of  the 
darkness  of  paganism.  Little  children  like  these  were  being  clothed  with  a garment  of 
grace  by  Baptism  and  readied  for  life’s  battles  by  Confirmation.  Measured  by  wordly 
standards  they  were  pitifully  poor,  yet  within  their  breasts  they  possessed  the  Creator 
of  all  things  — and  they  had  peace  of  heart. 

Now  they  are  in  the  hands  of  a monster  far  worse  than  the  fire-breathing  dragons 
of  their  myths.  If  our  protestations  of  love  of  God  and  neighbour  are  not  mere 
pratings  of  emotion,  we  will  get  down  to  business  and  pray  and  sacrifice  ourselves 
courageously  and  perseveringly.  We  will  do  this  in  order  that  these  little  ones  may  be 
loosed  from  the  terrible  slavery  into  which  our  love  of  ease  and  comfort  has  handed 
them. 


REMEMBER 


Your  mite  box  is  a thing  of  dignity  for  it  holds  the  expression  of  your  sacrifices 
made  for  love  of  God  and  neighbour.  Money  is  simply  the  instrument  by  which  the 
power  of  your  sacrifices  keeps  in  motion  the  soul-saving  activities  of  your  Scarboro 
Missionaries.  Please  remember  to  return  the  contents  of  your  Lenten  Mite  Box.  Do 
not  send  the  box  itself. 
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S.F.M.’ers  in  Japan  greet  Quebec’s  Archbishop  Roy. 
Left  to  right:  Wm.  Schultz,  D.  Fitzpatrick,  G. 
Kelly,  Archbishop  Roy,  A.  McDonald,  M.  Coady. 


7 'Knout  rfitto 

by  DAVID  FITZPATRICK,  S.F.M. 


As  you  probably  know  I have 
been  acting  Pastor  here  in  Aino 
since  Father  Cummins’  departure. 
I’m  busy  as  can  be,  and  enjoying 
every  minute  of  it.  I think  I told 
you  before  about  this  mission.  The 
Christians  are  few,  about  50  in  all. 
The  territory  takes  in  a very  large 
area  with  about  12  small  towns  scat- 
tered through  it,  and  countless  vil- 
lages up  in  the  mountains.  It’s 
going  to  take  many  years  of  prayer 
and  effort  on  our  part  to  reach 


these  unfortunate  souls.  Pratically 
all  are  farmers  and  fishermen,  and 
believe  in  Buddhism.  They  are 
wonderful,  simple  folk.  Would  that 
I could  talk  to  them  the  way  I 
would  really  like  to,  but  this  lang- 
uage is  a difficult  one  to  master. 
However,  give  me  another  50  years 
or  so,  and  I should  be  getting  there!  j j 
The  country  folk  are  loathe  to  turn  [ 
aside  from  their  age-old  Buddhist  j 
customs  and  belief,  and  their  cus-  | 
toms  are  so  bound  up  with  town 
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and  village  life  that  it  makes  it  very 
difficult  for  converts  to  abide  by 
their  newly-found  faith.  The  mis- 
sion of  Shimabara  is  about  one 
hour  from  here  by  train.  At  present 
Father  Mike  Cox  and  Father  A1 
McDonald  are  there,  so  I see  them 
occasionally.  Temporarily  Fr.  A1  is 
alone  there.  Fr.  Mike  went  up  to 
Tokyo  two  weeks  ago.  He’ll  be 
back  next  Tuesday.  Fr.  Bill’s  death 
was  a terrific  shock  to  him  but  he 
has  taken  it  wonderfully  well, 
though  he  felt  so  helpless  being  so 
far  away.  However,  he  has  received 
word  from  home  now  and  was  cer- 
tainly consoled  by  the  fact  that  even 
though  Fr.  Bill’s  death  was  sudden, 
he  was  not  unprepared. 

Next  Sunday  the  annual  mission 
begins  here  in  Aino.  A Japanese 
priest  from  Nagasaki  will  be 
preaching  it  — it  will  be  a break  for 
these  souls  to  hear  someone  speak 
their  language  without  murdering 
it.  Hope  to  get  a lot  of  these  fine 
pagans  out  for  it  too. 

Last  Tuesday  we  had  our  Kin- 
dergarten Graduation.  It  is  indeed 
a big  do  over  here,  with  all  the 


town  elite  out  for  it.  There  were 
speeches  galore.  I had  three  differ- 
ent ones  to  give  so  was  very  happy 
and  relieved  to  get  that  little  chore 
over  with.  Had  a Mass  in  the  morn- 
ing, which  the  children  and  their 
parents  attended.  As  all  of  them 
are  pagans,  it  was  an  opportunity 
to  get  them  to  the  Church.  They 
seemed  very  impressed  by  the  Mass; 
I hope  the  impressions  are  lasting. 
After  graduation  the  children  put 
on  a program  of  Japanese  dances 
and  plays.  They  were  very  good 
too.  All  the  schools  over  here  finish 
up  their  year  this  month,  March, 
and  the  new  term  begins  early  in 
April.  There  are  graduation  parties 
all  over  the  place  at  present,  and 
“shimp-sama”  is  invited  to  them  all. 

Thursday,  I was  up  to  Sasebo. 
Fr.  Ed  Geier  and  Dr.  Pelow  are 
in  top  form.  That  evening  we  were 
out  to  supper  with  several  of  the 
American  Chaplains.  While  up 
there  I went  to  the  Navy  Hospital 
to  get  some  treatment  for  my  fingers 
which  have  broken  out  in  a rash 
again.  Must  keep  them  bandaged 
most  of  the  time,  and  it  is  some- 
what inconvenient. 


■ Driving  to  work  in  his  office  in  Tokyo  the  other  morning,  an  American  army 
captain  muttered  to  himself  in  disgust.  One  of  his  tires  had  just  gone  . . . Whooooosh! 
‘Nuts’  said  he,  as  he  got  out  to  survey  the  damage.  These  new  tires.  He  thought  of 
his  spotlessly  clean  uniform  as  he  got  out  his  tools  and  started  to  jack  up  the  car. 
And  the  delay  meant  he’d  probably  be  late,  too. 

With  sleeves  rolled  up  and  halfway  through  the  job,  he  looked  up  to  see  a young 
Japanese  boy  looking  intently  at  the  tire-changing  operation.  The  small-fry  made  no 
wise-cracks,  but  evidently  was  amused,  for  he  grinned  down  at  the  officer.  Muttering 
softly  to  himself,  the  captain  went  on  with  his  task.  As  he  was  replacing  the  flat  with 
the  spare,  he  noticed  that  the  youngster  had  taken  off,  a fact  that  gave  him  no  mental 
anguish  whatsoever.  What  was  so  funny  about  a flat  tire,  anyway? 

But  as  he  tightened  the  last  remaining  lug  with  his  wrench  and  slapped  on  the 
hub-cap,  he  looked  up  in  amazement.  The  little  guy  had  returned  bearing  a bowl  of 
hot  water,  soap,  and  towel. 
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THE  HEART’S  CRUSADE 

by  RONALD  REEVES,  S.F.M. 


There  is  a famous  story  told 
about  a brave  Scottish  chieftain.  As 
he  lay  dying,  his  faithful  lieutenant 
was  kneeling  by  his  side.  “Doug- 
las,” said  the  chief,  “Bruce  is  dying. 
His  eyes  will  soon  be  closed  to  all 
that  is  dear  to  him.  His  lips  will 
soon  be  hushed  forever.  His  hands 
will  soon  be  limp.  But,  Douglas, 
when  Bruce  is  dead,  when  my  spirit 
shall  have  passed  to  that  fairer 
land  to  breathe  forever  the  sweet 
air  of  liberty,  take  my  heart  from 
my  bosom.  Carry  it  over  land  and 


sea,  and  bury  it  in  land  made  | 
sacred  by  the  footsteps  of  the  t 
Master.  Bury  my  heart,  dear  Doug- 
las, outside  the  walls  of  Jerusalem 
where  brave  Crusaders  fought  to 
win  back  to  Christians  the  most 
sacred  shrine  in  Christendom  — the  >J 
Holy  Sepulchre  of  my  Saviour, 
Jesus  Christ.” 

Tenderly  Douglas  fulfilled  the  I 
command  of  his  master,  having  the 
heart  placed  in  a golden  locket,  jf 
Douglas  carried  this  heart  always  i 
close  to  him.  Obediently  the  Scot-  | 
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Ronald  Reeves,  S.F.M.  has  been  director 
of  our  Chinese  Mission  in  Victoria,  B.C., 
since  1953.  During  the  years  1936-1944 
he  laboured  in  China  returning  to  Can- 
ada for  two  years  during  which  time  he 
made  post-graduate  studies  in  medicine 
and  social  economy  at  St.  Michael’s 
College,  Toronto.  He  returned  to  China 
in  1946  only  to  be  expelled  in  1950.  He 
then  worked  in  Scarboro’s  Promotion  De- 
partment until  his  appointment  to  his 
present  position. 
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tish  chiefs  and  clans  turned  towards 
Palestine  to  carry  out  the  wish  of 
their  dead  leader. 

On  their  way  they  passed  through 
Spain  which  was  at  the  time  fight- 
ing the  Moors.  At  once  the  Scottish 
knights  threw  themselves  into  the 
battle.  It  was  fierce  and  deadly, 
swaying  back  and  forth  awaiting 
the  decisive  blow.  At  eventide  it 
looked  as  though  the  Spanish 
would  be  defeated.  Douglas  saw  the 
danger.  Reaching  into  his  bosom 
he  drew  forth  the  golden  locket,  the 
heart  of  Bruce.  For  a moment  it 
glistened  before  the  soldiers.  Then 
he  hurled  the  heart  out  among  the 
Moors.  “On,  brave  Scots,”  he  said, 
“and  save  the  heart  of  Bruce.”  With 
fearless  abandon  the  Scottish  sol- 
diers, fighting  now  like  mad  men, 
hurled  themselves  into  the  ranks  of 
the  Moors.  Back  and  back  they 
drove  them  until  the  Moors  were 
fleeing  in  rout  from  the  battefield. 
Later,  searching  among  the  dead, 
the  soldiers  found  the  body  of 
Douglas,  cold  and  dead.  In  his 
clenched  hand  pressed  tightly 
against  his  breast  they  saw  the  gol- 
den locket  containing  the  heart  of 
Bruce.  No  peril  was  great  enough, 
no  danger  terrible  enough  to  deter 
them  from  saving  the  heart  of 
Bruce.  What  a marvelous  example 


of  courage,  of  bravery,  of  self-sacri- 
fice! 

Some  one  else  has  given  each  of 
us  His  heart.  At  the  last  supper, 
Jesus  flung  His  Sacred  Heart  out 
among  the  races  of  the  world.  He 
hurled  it  to  the  four  corners  of  the 
earth.  The  Apostles,  fired  by  the 
divine  command,  carried  the  Eu- 
charistic Heart  out  into  the  farthest 
stretches  of  the  Grecian  and  Roman 

Empires. 



Now,  right  here  in  your  own 
country,  youth  is  training  to  carry 
the  Sacred  Heart  and  Its  message 
of  love  to  far-away  lands.  Yes,  amid 
the  eternal  snows  of  the  north  and 
on  the  burning  sands  of  deserts, 
that  same  Sacred  Heart  is  there, 
and  your  missionaries  are  trying  to 
rescue  it  from  indifference,  and  cold 
neglect.  How  wonderful,  if  each 
one  in  his  own  way  would  be  a 
missionary  by  his  deeds  of  love, 
sacrifice  and  prayers.  Let  us  start 
now.  We  must  rescue  the  Heart  of 
Jesus  from  an  ungrateful  world. 
Show  the  Heart  of  Jesus  to  those 
who  would  love  but  have  not  as  yet 
met  their  lover.  Help  to  make  the 
Sacred  Heart  a flaming  star  that 
will  guide  the  world  out  of  the  val- 
ley of  darkness  into  the  Kingdom  of 
Eternal  Light. 


WELCOME  HOME 

Alexander  Macintosh,  S.F.M.,  has  been  recalled  to  our  Society  head- 
quarters from  British  Guiana  where  he  has  missioned  since  October,  1953. 
He  takes  over  the  position  of  Treasurer-General  rendered  vacant  by  the 
death  of  Father  William  Cox.  To  Father  Alex,  congratulations  from  us  all 
and  prayers  for  success  in  a thankless  job. 
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CfO)(S  NEST 

Wm.  C.  McGrath.  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


“V^OU  know,  Father,  we  used  to  say  the  Rosary  faithfully  every  night. 

We  signed  a pledge  during  Father  Peyton’s  Crusade.  But  you’d 
really  think  that  somebody”  . . (guess  who!)  . . . “was  actually  trying  to 
break  it  up  in  our  family.  We  settled  for  after  dinner  as  the  best  time.  We 
were  all  to  adjust  our  dates  and  appointments  so  that  nothing  would  inter- 
fere. That  was  three  months  ago.  We  haven’t  said  the  Rosary  at  all  for 
the  past  two  weeks. 

“Whose  fault?  Well,  I guess  the  Lesters,  unwittingly,  had  something  to 
do  with  it.  They  dropped  in  one  evening  as  we  were  lingering  over  the 
coffee  and  yes,  they  would  join  us.  The  Lesters  are  not  Catholics.  But 
swell  folks.  The  very  best  of  neighbours.  You’d  just  hate  to  embarrass 
them  or  hurt  their  feelings.  You  know  how  it  is.  You  couldn’t  just  relegate 
them  to  the  den  and  turn  on  television  while  the  family  repaired  to  the 
living  room  for  the  Rosary.  Or  could  you?  I have  wondered  since  if  it 
might  not  have  done  them  good.  Emily  Post  wouldn’t  approve,  we 
thought.  But  I guess  Emily  won’t  be  much  help  the  day  we  receive  that 
five  hour  radar  warning:  ‘Enemy  bombers  in  force  over  Siberia,  heading 
South’.” 

“Oh,  sure.  We  intended  to  say  the  Rosary.  Afterwards , after  the 
Lesters  had  gone.  But  by  that  time  dad  had  excused  himself,  Emily  or  no. 
The  bridge  game  at  the  Club.  And  Mary  and  Frank  had  quietly  slipped 
away  to  see  “The  Country  Girl.”  You  know.  Grace  Kelly  and  academy 
award  stuff  and  the  last  showing  at  the  local  theatre.” 

So  it  goes!  There’s  always  some  sort  of  alibi.  It  takes  little  short  of 
heroic  virtue  to  be  faithful,  in  season  and  out,  to  that  daily  Rosary.  Few 
folks  enjoy  it.  It  very  easily  becomes  a chore  and  an  excuse  is  welcome  for 
missing  it  for  “just  this  one  evening”.  From  then  on  it’s  easy  to  miss  it 
altogether. 

* # # 


This  is  one  of  the  “situations”  Father  Stringer  seems  to  have  had  in 
mind  when  writing  his  new  book  HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE,  which,  among 
other  things,  should  prove  a healthy  antidote  to  Rosary  delinquency.  It  is, 
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in  fact,  one  of  the  strongest  presentations  of  the  whole  Fatima  message 
that  I have  yet  read,  truly  a compelling  challenge  to  the  apathy  and 
complacency  of  our  day.  One  of  my  first  reactions  after  reading  it  was  to 
tell  myself  all  over  again  that  we  certainly  shall  have  none  but  ourselves  to 
blame  if  Communism  takes  over  the  world. 

While  disclaiming  any  attempt  to  give  us  a factual,  detailed  story  of  the 
apparitions,  Father  Stringer  has  presented  the  case  for  — or  against  — 
America  in  a manner  that  just  about  leaves  you  hanging  on  the  ropes.  I 
know  of  no  work  on  this  subject  better  calculated  to  dispel  the  pall  of 
deadly  lethargy  that  seems  to  have  settled  over  so  many  people  today; 
that  all  too  prevalent  spirit  of  “futilitarianism”  on  the  part  of  those  who 
“see  no  way”  of  halting  the  onward  march  of  Communism  and  the 
eventual  enslavement  of  the  entire  world.  First,  a word  of  advice  from  the 
author  regarding  that  family  Rosary: 

“But  does  the  fact  that  the  Rosary  is  so  powerful  an  instrument  of  good 
make  it  an  easy  instrument  to  use?  Not  necessarily  so.  Certainly  not 
universally  so.  There  are  not  a few  good  people  who  find  saying  the 
Rosary  difficult.  Maybe  it  is  because  of  its  repetitiousness.  Maybe  it  is 
because  of  involuntary  distractions.  To  such  let  me  say  only  this:  go  on 
saying  the  Rosary;  our  Lady  understands.  After  all,  she  didn’t  promise 
that  the  Rosary  would  necessarily  be  a practice  that  would  automatically 
delight  us.” 

* # # 

But  Father  Stringer  does  not  let  it  go  at  that  and  just  leave  grim 
perseverance  in  a distasteful  duty  the  only  answer  to  the  difficulties  in- 
herent in  repetitious  prayer.  He  endeavours  to  eliminate  that  distaste.  He 
gives  us  a series  of  fifteen  meditations  on  the  mysteries  that  should  make 
it  much  easier  to  do  what  our  Lady  asks,  to  pray  rather  than  merely  to  say 
or  to  recite  that  Rosary.  As  a matter  of  fact,  I have  always  objected  to  that 
word  recite.  It  smacks  of  little  Willie  giving  forth  with  “The  Boy  Stood 
on  the  Burning  Deck”  or  some  such  make-believe  altogether  foreign  to  the 
vital  living  meaning  of  the  Rosary.  Recitation  is  merely  putting  on  an 
act  but  prayer  is  something  else  altogether.  And  our  Lady’s  request  in 
every  instance  was  that  we  pray  the  Rosary. 

Read  “Her  Plan  for  Peace”  and  you  will  find  that  this  is  far  easier 
than  you  thought.  The  meditations  are  forceful  and  . . . different.  They 
bring  to  life,  in  a manner  you  can  easily  visualise,  each  successive  scene 
in  the  life  of  Christ  and  of  His  Blessed  Mother.  For  what  is  the  Rosary, 
fundamentally?  The  story  of  Redemption,  from  the  Annunciation  to  the 
Crucifixion  and  the  triumph  of  Christ,  and  His  Mother  from  the  Resurrec- 
tion to  her  glorious  Coronation  in  Heaven.  Just  think  of  the  setting,  for 
a moment,  at  the  beginning  of  each  mystery.  Surely  anything  but  dull,  or 
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monotonous,  or  repetitious.  You  will  find  yourself  praying  the  Rosary,  j 
perhaps  for  the  first  time  in  your  life. 

* * * 

Father  Stringer  does  not  believe  that  people  by  and  large  are  yet 
heeding  the  message  of  Fatima.  “Are  men  listening  today?  Are  they 
pondering  the  meaning  and  purpose  of  the  events  of  Fatima?  Or  to  phrase 
it  in  the  light  of  our  Lady’s  request,  is  a sufficient  number  of  men  acting 
upon  the  saving  plan  outlined  by  her?  The  answer,  up  to  the  present 
moment,  must  be  an  unqualified  no.” 

Well,  the  author  should  have  a good  idea  of  the  response  people  are 
making  or  not  making  to  the  appeal  of  our  Blessed  Mother.  For  five  years  j 
and  over  territory  covering  more  than  100,000  miles,  he  has  preached  in 
season  and  out  during  our  Fatima  Pilgrimage.  Besides,  in  the  light  of  the 
world  situation,  the  seemingly  irresistible  march  of  Communism  and  the 
greatest  persecution  in  the  history  of  man,  it  would  be  hard  to  claim  that 
the  “sufficient  number”  in  question  has  been  faithful  to  the  message  of 
Fatima.  The  things  that  are  taking  place  are  merely  the  events  she  fore- 
told if  men  did  not  cease  offending  her  Divine  Son.  And  certainly  the  end 
is  not  yet.  Father  Stringer,  in  truly  alarming  fashion,  stresses  the  similarity 
between  conditions  today  and  those  prevailing  before  the  Deluge  and 
before  the  destruction  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah.  We  can  do  no  better  than 
quote  a few  paragraphs,  the  first  dealing  with  the  construction  of  the  Ark 
and  the  finale  of  that  terrible  drama: 

“For  a hundred  years  he”  (Noah)  “laboured  at  it  and  it  must  have 
been  the  joke  of  all  jokes  to  those  around.  Why,  it  would  take  a veritable 
deluge  to  float  a thing  that  size!  And  their  sin-fogged  minds  could  not 
grasp  the  simplicity  of  the  truth  that  to  produce  a flood  would  be  so  very 
easy  for  the  God  who  had  created  all  things.  Then  came  the  day  of 
vengeance  and  Noah  and  his  family,  together  with  the  other  living  things 
that  God  had  specified,  entered  the  Ark  and  the  openings  were  closed. 
And  the  first  drops  of  the  deluge  splattered  the  laughter-lit  faces  of  the 
crowd  that  had  gathered  to  watch  this  weird  embarkation. 

The  first  day  and  night  of  rain  came  and  went,  the  second  and  the 
third,  but  beyond  the  discomfort  caused  by  the  wet  weather  it  was  business 
as  usual.  The  first  week  and  the  second  passed  and  there  began  in  the 
hearts  of  men  a chill  and  gnawing  fear.  What  if  Noah  had  been  right  and 
this  was  the  end?  And  the  third  week  passed  and  the  fear  sprang  into 
horrible  certainty  and  the  mad  panic  was  on.  How  did  they  act?  How 
would  we  act?  The  wealthy  trying  to  hire  labourers  to  carry  their  precious 
possessions  to  higher  and  drier  ground,  the  poor  struggling  beneath  the 
burden  of  a few  household  goods,  the  frantic  fear-filled  question  on  every- 
one’s lips  — is  it  the  end?  the  screams  for  mercy  drowned  in  the  roaring 
of  the  waters.  Then  silence,  awful,  still  silence.  They  w^ere  dead.  And 
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why?  Because  they  refused  to  believe  that  Almighty  God  meant  what  He 
said.” 

# # * 

Father  Stringer  gives  a graphic  description  of  the  destruction  of  Sodom 
and  Gomorrah  and  points  to  the  fact  that  much  of  the  evil  foretold  by  the 
Mother  of  God  has  already  come  upon  the  world.  And  he  asks: 

“Why?  Why  did  it  all  happen?  Go  back.  Run  in  to  the  mists  of  antiquity. 
Call  up  from  their  watery  graves  those  who  died  in  the  Deluge.  Ask  those 
aflame  in  the  fires  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah.  They  will  tell  you.  Because 
men  refuse  to  believe  that  God  means  what  He  says,  even  though  in  this 
time  He  says  it  through  the  lips  of  His  Own  beloved  Mother.” 

* * # 

Her  Plan  for  Peace  is  a most  worthwhile  contribution  to  contemporary 
Fatima  literature.  If  you  yourself  have  been  a bit  remiss  and  need  a “shot 
in  the  arm”  you  will  certainly  find  it  within  the  pages  of  this  challenging 
volume. 


Spiritual  weapons  are  a must  in  spiritual  warfare. 
Learn  what  they  are  and  how  to  use  them. 

Read  “HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE”  without  delay! 

Order  today  from:  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 

2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


When  we  turn  your  gold  to  silver  we  can  send  Scarboro  Missionaries 
urgently  needed  help.  Old  gold  rings,  watch  fobs  and  watches,  dental 
fillings  — anything  with  gold  in  it  — send  along  today  to  Scarboro  Missions, 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


In  Ohio  a Negro  was  arrested  on  a 
charge  of  horse  theft  and  was  duly  in- 
dicted and  brought  to  trial.  When  his 
day  in  court  came  he  was  taken  before 
the  judge  and  the  prosecuting  att’y 
solemnly  read  the  charge  in  the  indict- 
ment to  him. 

The  prosecuting  att’y  put  the  question: 
“Are  you  guilty  or  not  guilty?” 

The  Negro  rolled  uneasily  in  his  chair. 
“Well,  boss,”  he  finally  said,  “ain’t  dat 
the  very  thing  we’re  about  to  try  to  find 
out?” 

— Arkansas  Baptist 

5|s 

The  metal  strips  used  to  band  birds 
are  inscribed:  “Notify  Fish  and  Wild 

Life  Service,  Washington,  D.C.”  They 
used  to  read:  “Notify  Washington  Biolo- 
gical Survey,”  abbreviated  to  “Wash. 
Biol.  Surv.”  This  was  changed  after  a 
farmer  shot  a crow  and  then  disgustedly 
wrote  the  U.S.  Government: 

“Dear  Sirs:  I shot  one  of  your  pet 

crows  the  other  day  and  followed  instruc- 
tions attached  to  it.  I washed,  boiled  and 
surved  it.  It  was  tumble!  You  should 
stop  trying  to  fool  the  people  with  things 
like  this.” 

— Tom  McVan 

* * * 

A mother  was  surprised  to  see  her 
small  son  shyly  refuse  the  grocer’s  sugges- 
tion that  he  take  a handful  of  jelly  beans 
from  the  box  on  the  counter. 

“Oh  come,  now,”  the  storekeeper  in- 
sisted. “I  never  heard  of  a little  boy  who 
didn’t  like  jelly  beans.” 

While  he  was  talking  he  picked  up  a 
paper  bag,  plunged  his  hand  into  the  box, 
transferred  a handful  of  jelly  beans  to 
the  bag  and  handed  them  to  the  young- 
ster. 

On  the  way  home  the  mother  asked, 
“Johnny,  why  didn’t  you  take  some  of 
them  in  the  first  place?” 

“Because,”  explained  the  boy  simply, 
“his  hand  is  bigger  than  mine.” 

— Marcia  Milchman 


Back  in  the  days  of  the  wild  and 
woolly  West,  it  was  a Montana  lawyer’s 
delicate  job  to  notify  an  Eastern  family 
that  one  of  their  kin  had  been  hanged 
for  cattle  rustling. 

He  struggled  and  struggled  with  the 
letter,  and  finally  came  up  with  a gem 
of  tact  which  began  like  this: 

“It  is  my  painful  duty  to  notify  you 
that  Elias  Hudgins  died  while  taking  part 
in  a public  ceremony  when  the  platform 
gave  way.” 

— Pvt.  Johnson  DeVries 

* * * 

The  colt  trotted  up  to  the  bookmaker 

on  the  racecourse  and  neighed,  “I  want 
$2  to  win  on  myself  in  the  3rd.” 

“What!”  screamed  the  bockie. 

“Surprised  to  learn  I can  talk?”  asked 
the  horse. 

“No,”  said  the  bookmaker,  “I  just 
don’t  think  you  can  win.” 

Point  de  Vue  (Paris) 

❖ * * 

Baseball’s  spring  training  reminds  us  of 
the  time  Joe  Medwick,  the  former  out- 
fielder of  the  St.  Louis  Cardinals,  toured 
Europe  with  a group  of  entertainers. 

When  the  troupe  reached  Pome,  they 
were  granted  an  audience  with  Pope  Pius. 
His  Holiness  graciously  inquired  of  each 
in  turn  the  nature  of  his  business.  “I’m 
a comedian,”  said  one  man. 

“I’m  a dancer,”  said  a young  girl. 

Then  came  Medwick’s  turn.  With 
simple  dignity,  he  said,  “Your  Holiness, 
I’m  a Cardinal.” 

— American 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

The  doctor  was  examining  a very 
slightly  built  man.  At  length  he  shook 
his  head  and  said  dubiously,  “You  have 
a strong  heartbeat,  but  I wonder  if  your 
ribs  can  take  it.” 

— McCall  Spirit,  McCall  Corp’n. 
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DO  YOU  WANT  PEACE? 


DO  YOU  KNOW  . . . 

that  our  Blessed  Mother  has  stated 
the  conditions  on  which  her  Divine 
Son  will  grant  us  peace? 


Peace  will  come  back  to  this  world 
again  when  men  are  on  their 
knees  before  God. 

God  will  bring  men  back  to  Him- 
self either  by  persuasion  — using 
His  beautiful  Mother — -or  by  terror. 
This  is  the  moment  of  persuasion. 


Read 


"HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE” 

by  DESMOND  E.  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 


that  you  may  have  a clear  picture  of  what  you  must  do  to  help  our 
Lady  save  us  and  the  world  from  the  terrible  angers  of  God.  Realize 
that  Communism  is  the  instrument  He  is  using  to  scourge  unrepentant 
mankind. 

Fifteen  meditations  — one  on  each  of  the  mysteries  of  the  Rosary  — 
are  contained  in  this  work.  Your  difficulties  in  meditating  will  vanish 
as  you  read  them.  The  art  of  meditation  is  also  simply  described. 

Teachers  will  be  delighted. 

An  ideal  graduation  or  birthday  gift. 

Send  for  your  copy  today  — Price  $2.00 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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— 

, 


esus  Ahatonhia 


’Twas  in  the  moon  of  winter  time  when  all  the  birds  had  fled, 
That  Mighty  Gitchi  Manitou  sent  angel  choirs  instead. 
Before  their  light  the  stars  grew  dim 
And  wandring  hunters  heard  the  hymn: 

“Jesus,  your  King,  is  bom;  Jesus  is  bom;  in  excelsis  gloria!” 


Within  a lodge  of  broken  bark  the  tender  Babe  was  found, 
A ragged  robe  of  rabbit  skin  enwrapped  His  beauty  ’round, 
And  as  the  hunter  braves  drew  nigh, 

The  angel  song  rang  loud  and  high: 

“Jesus,  your  King,  is  born;  Jesus  is  born;  in  excelsis  gloria!” 


The  earliest  moon  of  winter  time  is  not  so  round  and  fair 
As  was  the  ring  of  glory  on  the  helpless  Infant  there. 

'J  While  Chiefs  from  far  before  Him  knelt, 

With  gifts  of  fox  and  beaver  pelt. 

| “Jesus,  your  King,  is  born;  Jesus  is  born;  in  excelsis  gloria!” 


O children  of  the  forest  free,  O sons  of  Manitou, 

The  Holy  Child  of  earth  and  heav’n  is  born  today  for  you. 
tome,  kneel  before  the  radiant  Boy 
K/ho  brings  you  beauty,  peace  and  joy. 

Mesus,  your  King,  is  bom;  Jesus  is  born;  in  excelsis  gloria!” 


Only  in  heaven  will  we  know  the  many  and  wonderful  blessings  won  for 
our  fair  Canada  by  the  sufferings  of  the  heroic  Jesuit  Martyrs.  Scarboro 
Missions  is  honored  in  having  the  opportunity  to  present  this  tribute  to 
their  memory , written  by  one  of  their  spiritual  descendants. 


HAIL  to  our  MARTYRS ! 


by  JOSEPH  FALLON,  S.J. 


HPHE  picture*  of  the  Jesuit  Martyrs  of  North  America  is  given  promin- 

ence  in  this  issue  of  “Scarboro  Missions”  because  June  29,  1955,  is  the 
twenty-fifth  anniversary  of  their  canonization.  The  translation  of  the 
Christmas  Carol,  written  in  Huron  by  St.  John  de  Brebeuf,  is  carried  in 
this  issue  because  it  is  so  very  typical  of  the  methods  used  by  the  Martyrs 
in  their  efforts  to  convert  the  pagan  Indians. 

St.  John  de  Brebeuf,  during  his  first  stay  with  the  Indians  in  the  winter 
of  1625,  decided  that  his  only  hope  of  winning  these  wild  children  of  the 
forest  to  Christianity  was  to  learn  their  language  so  well  that  he  could 
become  an  orator  of  note;  to  eat  their  tasteless  food;  to  sleep  in  the  open 
or  in  their  horrible  cabins;  and  to  accept  their  customs  in  everything  that 
was  not  gross  or  sinful.  For  the  next  twenty-five  years  Brebeuf  and  those 
who  came  to  help  him  used  every  device  of  the  expert  missionary  in  order 
the  better  to  win  souls  to  God. 

One  of  their  most  helpful  aids  was  that  of  music.  All  the  Indians,  but 
especially  the  children,  were  exceptionally  fond  of  music.  Parents  lis- 

(*See  pages  16-17) . 
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tened  with  pride  whenever  their  children  sang  in  public  or  even  by  the 
firesides  of  their  cabins.  St.  Anthony  Daniel  provided  tunes  that  suited 
the  prayers  of  the  Church,  the  Commandments  and  even  the  short  exposi- 
tion of  Catholic  Doctrine  which  he  couched  in  language  that  the  children 
could  understand.  Daniel  was  undoubtedly  the  best  teacher  among  the 
Huron  missionaries,  and  his  companions  used  his  hymns  and  followed  his 
methods  with  marked  success. 

Teaching  religion  through  music  is  only  one  example  of  the  spirit 
which  the  Martyrs  infused  into  their  work.  They  were  men  of  marvelous 
faith.  For  them  God  and  the  things  of  God  were  all  that  was  worthwhile 
in  life.  The  goods  of  this  world  were  of  interest  only  in  as  much  as  they 
helped  to  bring  people  to  God.  Their  own  sufferings  and  trials  were  just 
so  many  imitations  of  the  sufferings  of  Christ,  and  even  martyrdom  was  a 
coveted  goal  which  would  bring  them  nearer  to  Christ  and  would  help  to 
apply  His  infinite  merits  to  the  welfare  of  souls.  Their  own  salvation  and 
that  of  their  flock  was  their  one  important  objective  in  this  world. 

For  all  that,  the  Martyrs  were  human,  and  almost  childlike  in  their 
simplicity.  They  were  keenly  interested  in  everything  that  the  Indians 
did  — in  their  hunting,  their  crops,  their  health.  In  fact,  one  of  the 
Fathers’  chief  reasons  for  building  the  central  residence  of  Ste.  Marie  was 
to  help  the  Indian.  It  is  true  that  the  missionaries  needed  a home  where 
they  could  meet  and  pray  in  peace;  but  they  also  wanted  a hospital  for 
the  sick  Indians;  cabins  where  their  travellers  could  rest  and  be  fed; 
an  Indian  church  that  would  surpass  all  others  in  beauty  and  devotion; 
and  a model  farm  with  stock  brought  from  Quebec.  By  these  means  they 
hoped  that  the  Indian  would  learn  how  to  farm  properly,  build  comfort- 
able homes  and  become  fully  civilized.  Ste.  Marie  was  a remarkable 
achievement  and  gave  great  promise  of  further  development.  Then  the 
Iroquois  overran  the  country,  martyred  eight  of  the  missionaries  and  scat- 
tered the  Huron  Nation  to  the  four  winds. 

The  Hurons  are  gone,  Ste.  Marie  is  a ruins,  but  the  Martyrs’  work 
lives  on.  It  has  often  been  said  that  the  Martyrs  are  doing  more  good  for 
souls  today  than  they  did  three  hundred  years  ago.  Canada  is  now  sending 
her  missionaries  to  foreign  lands  and  in  the  Martyrs  they  have  a shining 
example  of  what  a missionary  should  be.  In  the  past  fifty  years,  since  their 
story  has  become  better  known,  the  Catholics  of  Canada  and  the  United 
States  are  turning  to  the  Martyrs  for  inspiration  and  help  to  lead  better 
Catholic  lives.  At  Martyrs’  Shrine,  overlooking  Ste.  Marie,  two  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  pilgrims  come  each  summer  to  ask  the  Martyrs  for 
help  and  comfort.  Excavations  at  Ste.  Marie  have  aroused  nation-wide 
interest  even  among  non-Catholics.  The  finding  of  St.  John  de  Brebeuf’s 
grave,  on  August  17th,  1954,  was  an  event  that  brought  joy  to  Catholics 
and  deep  satisfaction  to  all  those  interested  in  Canadian  History. 
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■ Last  month  we  had  a field-day 
in  the  yard  between  my  rec- 
tory and  the  kindergarten.  The 
kiddies  paraded,  folk  danced,  sang 
and  had  races.  Prizes  were  given  to 
the  winners.  The  adults  also  had 
their  races,  some  of  them  amusing. 
Letters  were  placed  on  the  course 
and  the  participants,  while  run- 
ning, had  to  pick  up  a letter,  open 
and  read  the  instructions  in  it  and 
do  what  was  commanded.  It  might 
order  the  runner  to  pick  up  a child 
or  some  object  and  keep  going!  We 
even  had  baby  races.  A big  mat 
was  placed  in  the  center  of  the 
playground.  The  babies  were 
placed  at  one  end  and  their  mothers 
at  the  other.  The  baby  that 
crawled  in  first  to  its  mother  won 
the  prize.  A loud-speaker  an- 
nounced the  program.  Tents  were 
put  up  for  special  visitors.  About 
a thousand  people  attended  the 
affair. 


I made  the  acquaintance  of  a 
pagan  who  speaks  English.  He  has 
since  come  to  visit  me  and  tells  me 
he  will  become  Catholic  along  with 
his  family,  all  in  due  time. 

You  will  be  pleased  to  know  that 
the  church  at  Yoshizuka  has  been 
started.  I turned  the  first  sod  and 
with  the  building  materials  now 
arriving  I can  start  the  actual  con- 
struction. 

• * • 

The  above  has  been  taken  from 
letters  coming  recently  from  Mon- 
signor Fraser  in  Japan  where  he  is 
busily  engaged  in  building  a school, 
rectory  and  church.  Although  near 
his  eightieth  year,  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances of  the  Monsignor  can 
see  from  these  pictures  how  well 
he  looks.  Fifty-three  years  is  a long 
time  to  be  on  foreign  missions.  He 
has  not  been  continuously  out  of 
Canada  for  that  length  of  time  but 
he  has  devoted  that  number  of 
years  to  the  welfare  of  the  Church 
at  home  and  abroad.  In  him  the 
youth  of  Canada  has  a wonderful 
and  inspiring  ideal. 


Millions  of  folk  like  these  await  the  Scarboro  missioner.  We  must  sacrifice 
ourselves  and  pray  tirelessly  that  they  may  receive  the  gift  of  Catholic  Faith 
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Though  his  heart  is  a willing  one 
his  little  arms  are  not  equal  to 
the  task  — the  job  is  too  big  for 
him.  Japanese  Catholics  too,  are  so 
willing  to  work  hard  at  converting 
their  people,  but  the  job  is  still 
too  big.  We  must  give  them  a hand 


In  the  ebb  and  flow  of  human  events  many  are 
the  queer  twists  and  turns  of  cross-currents 
deep  below  the  surface.  It  was  butt  yesterday 
Monsignor  Fraser  was  a captive  of  the  nation 
he  is  today  labouring  to  save.  May  our  hearts 
be  as  quick  to  forgive  and  forget  as  was  his 


■111 


lyY . 


; 


Light-hearted  children  are 
a joy  to  behold  no  matter 
where  they  may  be.  And  the 
youngsters  of  Japan  are  no 
exception  to  the  rule.  These 
boys  can  grow  up  to  be  the 
sort  of  Catholic  we  admire 
if  we  give  them  a hand  now 

' ■; 


The  end  of  all  missionary  endeavour:  to  lead  souls  to  Jesus  through  Mary 


The  gay  scene  pictured  at  the  left  shows  the 
fun  everyone  was  having  on  the  day  Monsignor 
Fraser  celebrated  the  finishing  of  part  of  a 
building  program.  All  work  and  no  play  makes 
anyone  dull,  so  Monsignor  planned  this  holi- 
day. Such  an  occasion  serves  also  to  attract 
pagan  relatives  and  friends  of  Catholics  and 
thus  introduce  them  to  the  missionary.  He  will 
in  his  turn,  give  them  glimpses  of  what  they 
may  hope  for  in  Catholic  beliefs  and  practices 
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Dear  J.  M’ers, 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


School  days  will  soon  be  over  and  holiday  time  begin.  But 
those  who  are  working  so  feverishly  to  destroy  our  souls  never  rest. 
So  here  is  a little  poem  to  carry  with  you  until  next  September. 
Memorize  it. 


Six  days  a week  the  devil  works, 
With  overtime  on  Sundays; 

And  then  he’s  ready  once  again 
To  start  anew  on  Mondays. 


So,  if  all  evil  we  would  shun 
And  keep  our  conscience  level, 
We  must  begin  at  early  dawn 
And  work  to  beat  the  devil! 


Make  this  your  happiest  and  holiest  vacation  ever!  Sacrifice 
to  save  and  save  to  sacrifice.  Your  love  is  what  God  wants  — what 
all  poor  pagans  need. 


Happy  Holiday  and  God  bless  you. 


Father  Jim. 


ESSAY  CONTEST  WINNERS  — CONGRATULATIONS! 


9-11  Year  Age  Group 

1st  prize,  $25.00  — Catherine  Coyne, 
Ontario. 

2nd  prize,  $15.00  — John  McMorrow, 
Ontario. 

3rd  prize,  $10.00  — Valerie  Cochrane, 
Nova  Scotia. 

Seven  others  in  each  gro 


12-14  Year  Age  Group 

1st  prize,  $25.00  — Marie  Elaine 
Maloney,  Quebec. 

2nd  prize,  $15.00  — Adele  Murphy, 
Ontario. 

3rd  prize,  $10.00 — Peggy  Shea,  Prince 
Edward  Island, 
received  plastic  crucifixes 
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CHAPTER  TWO 


PRINCE  Of  KABU 

by  Patricia  McDonough 


Prince  Joseph  of  Kabu  was  now  three  years  old.  He  was  put  on 
display  for  an  hour  every  day  while  the  people  came  to  see  him. 

“He  is  very  beautiful,”  everyone  declared.  “But  why  doesn’t  he 
smile?” 

“Yes,  why  doesn’t  he  smile?”  repeated  the  Emperor  with  a loud  moan. 
“Not  even  the  wise  men  are  able  to  teach  him  the  art  of  laughing.” 

“Oh,  dear,  you  must  be  patient,”  comforted  the  Empress,  as  she  con- 
tinued reading  her  Book. 

“What  have  you  got  there,  my  dear  exalted  wife?” 

The  Empress  avoided  his  gaze. 

“Don’t  ask  me  questions  I don’t  wish  to  answer.  You  are  a very  rude 
man,  you  know.” 

The  Emperor's  curiosity  was  aroused.  He  was  annoyed  that  there  was 
something  he  didn’t  know  about. 

“I  am  the  Emperor.  I order  you  to  show  it  to  me!”  he  yelled  as  he 
took  hold  of  her  arm.  He  gasped  when  he  saw  what  she  was  reading. 
“The  Book!  The  Book  the  holy  man  left  behind  for  my  son.”  The 
Emperor  had  almost  forgotten  about  it.  “I  told  you  to  hide  it  where  no 
one  could  possibly  find  it.  What  are  you  doing  with  it  now?” 

“Well ,”  the  Empress  hesitated  because  she  knew  she  had  been 

wrong,  “I  only  wanted  to  find  out  what  the  barbaric  peoples  from  the  dark 
lands  write  about.  Maybe  there  are  some  new  rules  of  etiquette  in  this 
Book  that  I should  know.” 

“You’re  not  going  to  read  it!”  bellowed  the  Emperor.  “I  called  my 
son  ‘Prince  Joseph’  to  humour  you,  because  you  believed  in  some  holy 
man  who  came  here  at  the  birth  of  my  son.  But  I refuse  to  educate  him 
in  the  knowledge  of  this  silly  Book  left  here.  He  is  to  be  educated  as  his 
ancestors  were  educated.  I will  make  him  the  greatest  god  that  ever 
lived.”  He  roared  throughout  the  whole  palace. 

Everyone  listened  because  they  knew  their  Emperor  only  spoke  very 
wise  words. 

“Now  my  dear  exalted  wife,  give  me  that  Book!” 
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“No,  I won’t.”  The  Empress  was  firm.  “And  I don’t  care  what  the 
rest  of  the  palace  thinks.”  With  these  words,  she  turned  on  the  crowd, 
locked  herself  in  her  room,  and  began  reading  the  great  Book  that  even 
the  wise  men  of  China  couldn’t  understand. 

The  Empress  read  far,  far,  into  the  night,  pondering  over  the  magic 
of  the  stories.  She  read  of  Rachel  and  her  children,  of  Moses  and  the 
Ark,  and  of  the  Sons  of  David.  The  story  that  thrilled  her  most,  told  of 
the  Holy  Man  in  Jerusalem  Who  died  upon  the  Cross  for  His  people. 

“How  much  holier  He  was  than  the  holy  men  in  China.  He  was  also 
a king.  Should  a king  die  like  that?”  This  thought  puzzled  her.  “And 
what  wonderful  pictures!”  If  only  she  could  show  them  to  her  son.  To 
her  amazement,  she  couldn’t  find  any  new  rules  of  etiquette.  “How  dis- 
appointing,” she  thought,  “but  I must  continue  reading  this  Book.”  She 
read  until  she  fell  asleep  over  the  great  Book. 

The  Empress  was  suddenly  awakened  with  a start.  The  Prince  was 
ill. 

“Send  him  to  me  immediately,  I shall  look  after  him  myself.” 

And  while  the  Empress  looked  after  the  Prince,  the  townspeople  waited 
outside  the  palace  walls  to  hear  the  news  of  his  health. 

“What’s  wrong,  my  little  son?”  asked  the  Empress,  taking  him  in  her 
arms.  “Do  you  have  an  ache  anywhere?” 

“Oh  yes,  Mamma,  a very  big  ache  right  here.”  The  little  Prince  pointed 
to  his  heart. 

“A  heartache!”  thought  the  Empress  to  herself.  “Maybe  a heartache 
is  just  another  growing  pain.  Now  let  me  see  what  cure  we  can  give  you.” 
The  Empress  walked  around  the  room  thinking  things  over. 

Suddenly,  she  turned  to  all  the  servants  and  doctors  who  were  waiting 
to  cure  the  young  Prince,  and  she  ordered  them  to  leave.  Then,  she 
locked  the  door,  and  ran  to  the  forbidden  Book  of  stories. 

“Maybe  this  will  cure  you,  my  son.  Look  at  these  beautiful  pictures.” 

The  young  Prince  had  never  seen  such  pictures  or  heard  such  stories  in 
his  whole  life. 

“Does  the  Book  help  your  heartache,  my  son?” 

“Oh  yes,  Mamma,  it’s  all  gone  now.  But  I want  you  to  read  more.” 

The  next  day,  all  the  people  in  the  palace  noticed  that  their  Prince, 
Joseph,  was  smiling  for  the  first  time  in  his  young  life.  Only  he  and  his 
mother  knew  the  reason.  It  had  been  found  in  reading  the  great  Book 
brought  to  China  by  the  holy  man  called  Joseph. 


YOU  KEEP  SAFETY  FIRST  RULES 
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NOVA  SCOTIA: 

Sacred  Heart  Convent, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Agnes’  School,  Gr.  5, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Holy  Angels’  Convent, 
Sydney,  N.S. 

St.  Francis’  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Andrew’s  School, 

St.  Andrew’s,  N.S. 

St.  Columba’s  Convent, 

Iona,  N.S. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Star  of  Sea  Convent, 

Terence  Bay,  N.S. 

Sacred  Heart  Academy, 
Dartmouth,  N.S. 

Heatherton  School, 
Heatherton,  N.S. 

St.  Agnes’  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

ALBERTA: 

Swift  School,  Gr.  8, 

Lac  La  Biche,  Alta. 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy, 
Wainwright,  Alta. 

R.  C.  School, 

St.  Paul,  Alta. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Calgary,  Alta. 

Lacombe  Home, 

Midnapore,  Alta. 

MANITOBA: 

St.  Mary’s  Cathedral  School, 
Winnipeg,  Man. 


ONTARIO 

St.  Peter’s  School,  Gr.  6. 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

Iona  Academy, 

St.  Raphael’s  West,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  High  School, 
Walkerton,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Intermediate  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Emeric’s  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Deep  River,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Kingston,  Ont. 

Brothers’  High  School,  Gr.  IB, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

Loretto  College  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School,  Gr.  1 1, 
Barrie,  Ont. 

St.  Columban’s  Boys  School, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Kinkora,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Fatima  School, 
Richmond  Hill,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Peterboro,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

Canadian  Martyrs’  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 


SAFETY  FIRST  RULES  KEEP  YOU 
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by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 


E T CETERA 


p|  An  event  unique  in  history  occured  in  1948  when  a country,  by  free  vote  of  its 
inhabitants,  surrendered  its  independent  character  and  became  part  of  another  country. 
Newfoundland  became  the  tenth  Province  of  Canada.  Travel-inclined  Newfoundlanders 
no  longer  speak  of  “going  up  to  Canada”  but  of  “going  over  to  the  Mainland,”  a brief 
overnight  boat  trip  between  the  West  Coast  of  Nfld.  and  Cape  Breton. 

* * * 

■ The  attention  of  all  Catholic  Canada  will  be  focused  on  St.  John’s,  the  Capital  City 
of  the  new  Province,  during  the  latter  days  of  this  month  when  magnificent  ceremonies 
will  mark  the  Centenary  of  the  Consecration  of  the  wonderful  Cathedral  of  St.  John 
the  Baptist.  It  was  on  the  Feast  day  of  that  saint,  in  1497,  that  Newfoundland  was 
discovered  by  John  Cabot.  The  Catholic  Church  had  a difficult  time  getting  started 
and  organized  in  Newfoundland.  Even  as  late  as  two  hundred  years  ago  priests  were 
arrested  for  saying,  and  people  fined  for  attending,  Holy  Mass.  Not  till  1782  was  religi- 
ous freedom  granted  them.  Two  years  later  an  Irish  priest  named  O’Donnel  became 
the  first  Prelate  in  the  country,  after  his  consecration  in  Quebec,  and  he  had  only  four 
priests  in  the  whole  Island.  1817  marked  the  ordination  of  the  first  priest  (an  Irish- 
man) in  Nfld.,  by  the  third  Bishop,  Scallen,  who  also  had  the  distinction  of  consecra- 
ting the  first  Bishop  in  the  country,  his  successor,  Bishop  Fleming.  The  latter  built  the 
enormous  Cathedral,  making  it  one  of  the  finest  churches  in  America.  His  last  public 
act  was  the  celebration  of  Mass  in  the  sacred  edifice  before  it  was  finished  and  conse- 
crated. He  had  to  endure  five  trips  to  England  in  a sailing  vessel  before  getting  per- 
mission from  the  British  Government  to  own  the  land  on  which  the  Cathedral  is  built 
— now  dominating  the  entire  City.  Bishop  Mullock  finished  the  Cathedral,  which,  for 
a century,  has  been  the  pride  of  every  Newfoundlander. 

=i=  * * 

| The  present  youthful  and  energetic  Archbishop  of  St.  John’s,  Most  Rev.  Patrick 
Skinner,  C.J.M.  (consec.  1950)  is  the  third  native  Archbishop,  and  he  will  be  host  to  a 
gathering  of  distinguished  Prelates  attending  the  Centenary,  including  the  Cardinal 
Archbishop  of  Toronto  and  the  Apostolic  Delegate.  The  late  Archbishop  Roche 
practically  rebuilt  the  exterior  of  the  Cathedral  and  it  has  been  interiorly  beautified 
and  decorated  for  the  Centennial,  an  edifice  of  imposing  size  and  surpassing  loveliness. 

* * * 

H Scarboro  is  happy  to  pay  tribute  to  the  Church  in  Newfoundland  on  this  occasion. 
Its  priests  and  people  have  been  foremost  in  aiding  the  Foreign  Missions.  Eight 
Scarboro  Fathers  come  from  Newfoundland.  It  will  be  my  privilege  to  represent  our 
Society  at  the  Centenary.  The  Cathedral  is  my  parish  church.  I can  well  recall  the 
first  time  I entered  it,  when  my  mother  took  five  of  her  small  children  there  when  we 
came  to  live  in  St.  John’s,  from  Cape  Broyle,  in  1915.  The  last  time  I said  mass  in  the 
Cathedral  was  the  funeral  mass  for  my  mother,  in  1949.  I served  the  altar  there  for 
several  years,  and  I believe  I have  the  distinction  of  being  the  first  boy  of  many 
thousands  confirmed  by  Archbishop  Roche  in  the  Cathedral,  as  well  as  being  the  first 
priest  from  Newfoundland  ordained  for  the  Foreign  Missions. 
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Yes,  they  are  supremely  safe  under  the  vigilant  eye  of 
Federal  and  Provincial  law. 

Don’t  be  an  unwelcome  burden  in  your  later  years.  Be 
financially  independent;  a Scarboro  Annuity  assures  this. 
Full  and  clear  information  given  on  request.  Your  enquiry 
does  not  obligate  you  in  any  way.  Please  use  form  printed 
below. 


ANNUITY  INFORMATION 

(All  correspondence  strictly  confidential) 

Rev.  and  dear  Father, 

Please  send  me  at  your  earliest  convenience  the  complete 
details  of  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society's  Annuity  Plan.  After 
studying  it  I may  or  may  not  avail  myself  of  it,  but  I am  not 
obligating  myself  in  any  way  by  this  letter. 

My  name  is and  I live 

at in Prov.  of 


RENEW  PROMPT! 


Are  you  moving?  Then 
send  us  new  and  old 

addresses  three  weeks  in 
advance  p-l-e-a-s-e. 


FARES  PLEASE! 

To  Japan;  Philippines;  Santo  Domingo;  Br.  Guiana;  Br.  West  Indies 


HERE  THEY  ARE! 
LOOK  AT  THEM! 
THEY  ARE  YOUR 
MISSIONARIES 


They  are  going  away 
from  their  loved  ones 
and  country  to  seek  souls 
for  Christ. 


• 

Here's  your  chapce  to 
match  their  generosity — 
pay  their  fares,  or  part 
of  them. 

• 


Japan  $475.00 

Philippines  550.00 

S.  Domingo  150.00 

Br.  Guiana  195.00 

Br.  W.  Indies  150.00 


(Approximate  Costs) 


Send  to: 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS, 
2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS  OFFERS 
ITS  SINCEREST  CONGRATU- 
LATIONS TO  His  Excellency, 
Most  Rev.  Anthony  Jordan, 
O.M.I.,  D.D.,  of  Prince  Rupert, 
who  has  been  made  Coadjutor 
with  the  right  of  succession  to 
Archbishop  J.  H.  MacDonald  of 
Edmonton.  Born  in  Edinburgh, 
Scotland,  Nov.  10,  1901,  Arch- 
bishop Jordan  was  ordained  June 
23,  1929,  and  was  well  known 
throughout  Canada  as  a missionary 
for  the  English-speaking  Province 
of  the  Oblate  Fathers.  He  was  ap- 
pointed Vicar- Apostolic  of  Prince 
Rupert  June  22,  1945. 


Scarboro  Missions  also  offers  feli- 
citations to  the  Most  Rev.  Thomas 
J.  McCarthy,  D.D.,  Bishop-elect  of 
Nelson  Diocese  in  British  Colum- 
bia who  was  consecrated  for  that 
See  on  the  first  of  August,  1955  in 
St.  Peter’s  Cathedral,  London,  Ont. 
He  was  Vice-Rector  of  St.  Peter’s 
Seminary  and  President  of  the  new 
Christ  the  King  College. 


Page  Two 


SCARBORO 


OFFICIAL 
PUBLICATION 
OF  THE 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

( Legal  title ) 


SCARBORO 


missions 

Vol.  XXXVI  JULY -AUGUST,  1955  No.  7 

EDITORIAL 4 

LEST  WE  FORGET 5 

WHILE  BUDDHA  SLEPT 

Hugh  Sharkey,  S.F.M 6 

WATER?  — UGH!! 

Francis  Thornley,  S.F.M 8 


THE  CROW’S  NEST 

William  C.  McGrath,  S.FM.,  PA 10 


Editor 

D.  E.  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 


ET  CETERA 

Alphonsus  Chafe,  S.F.M. 


13 


Business  Manager 

G.  R.  ROBERTS,  S.F.M. 


WOMEN  OF  JAPAN  ( Pictorial ] 

PRINCE  OF  KABU 

Patricia  McDonough 


16 


26 


FATHER  McGOEY  FACES  A POSER 30 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  established  1919,  published  in  Toronto,  is  the  official  organ  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario,  Canada,  and  is  published  by 
Ecclesiastical  authority.  It  is  authorized  as  second  class  mail  by  the  Post  Office  Department,  Ottawa, 
Canada.  Mailed  from  Toronto  Postal  Terminal  “A”.  Published  monthly  September  to  June, 
bi-monthly,  July-August.  Subscription  rates:  $1.00  a year,  $20.00  for  life.  Address  all  communica- 
tions to  Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario.  Telephone  AMherst  1-1471. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Three 


EDITORIAL  'The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . . . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest  if 
it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Struck 


THE  CHALLENGE 

In  the  early  days  of  our  Society  in  Almonte,  Ont.,  I remember  one 
time  being  really  exasperated  — though  I didn’t  know  the  meaning  of 
that  word  then.  Our  kitchen  stove  had  blown  up,  polkadotting  the  ceiling 
with  a never-failing  source  of  sustenance  — beans!  It  was  the  explosive 
culmination  of  a series  of  annoyances  and  I moaned  to  Father  Fraser, 
“Oh,  if  someone  would  only  give  us  a million  dollars  (no  piker,  me) 
for  a seminary!” 

“I  wouldn’t  take  it!”  he  answered.  The  roof  fell  in,  figuratively,  that 
is,  and  all  sorts  of  alarming  thoughts  began  to  course  through  my  mind. 
Here  we  were  — all  of  us  — living  (hah!)  in  a building  not  as  warm  as 
,an  igloo;  regularly  in  the  morning  we  had  to  break  the  ice  in  our  wash- 
basins. We  had  a cow  that  went  crazy  on  us  a few  months  before  — but 
that  is  another  story.  Somewhere  a voice  was  continuing  — it  was  Father 
Fraser’s  and  the  reason  I wouldn’t  take  it  is  this:  we  need 

money  for  our  work,  that’s  certain;  but  we  need  the  prayers  and  sacrifices 
of  thousands  of  little  people  more  than  any  great  lump  sum.  Remember 
it’s  the  poor  you  have  always  with  you!” 

In  the  thirty-seven  years  of  our  existence  we  have  asked  the  Catholics 
of  Canada,  just  once,  to  build  us  something;  that  was  prior  to  1924 
when  our  present  Seminary  was  erected.  For  the  past  ten  years  we  have 
been  trying,  with  rapidly  diminishing  success,  to  divide  and  subdivide  our 
space  to  meet  the  requirements  of  our  fast-growing  Society.  Now  we 
are  at  an  impasse;  we  must  build! 

Too  little  too  late  will  mean  we  will  have  to  borrow,  which  in  turn 
will  mean  money  down  the  drain  in  interest.  In  January  we  appealed  to 
the  women  as  those  most  widely  concerned  in  home-budgetting.  We 
appeal  to  all  now,  to  the  wealthy  and  to  those  less-favored.  We  ask  you  — 
make  haste  to  help. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET 

This  is  a scene  which  communism  would  have  us  believe  depicts  the 
“sabotaging”  of  young  minds!  To  prevent  it,  the  brave  “liberators”  of 
Chou-en-lai  have  subjected  the  good  Sisters  to  various  barbarisms.  Re- 
member these  valiant  women  in  your  prayers. 
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WHILE 
I!  I II  HIM 

SLEPT 


Taken  from  "Why  1 Became  A Priest" 
by  courtesy  of  Newman  Press 


by  HUGH  SHARKEY,  S.F.M. 

Tt  lies  between  the  winding  river 
-*•  and  the  hills  of  Chekiang,  this 
city  of  my  story  and  the  Chinese 
call  it  Tsingtien— Greenfield.  Tsing- 
tien,  like  most  of  China’s  rural 
cities,  is  walled  ’round  on  every 
side,  as  a protection  against  two 
old  and  deadly  enemies  — one,  the 
river,  which,  during  the  rainy  sea- 
son, swells  and  inundates  the  entire 
valley;  the  other,  the  bandits,  who 
periodically  swoop  down  from  the 
hill  country  to  pillage  and  destroy. 

Now,  “once  upon  a time”,  (for 
so  indeed  I should  begin  this  fairy- 
tale which  really  happened) , there 
lived  a leper.  This  leper  was  so 
terribly  disfigured  and  so  eaten 
away  by  the  most  horrible  of  all 
diseases,  that  he  was  commonly 


called  “the  most  frightful  leper  in 
all  China.” 

He  sat  at  the  gate  of  the  Temple 
of  Lanterns  on  the  main  street  of 
the  city  of  Tsingtien.  Never  in  all 
my  life  have  I ever  seen  a sight  that 
filled  me  with  more  pity  and  dis- 
gust than  did  that  almost  night- 
marish figure,  that  mass  of  corrup- 
tion and  decay,  that  seeming  em- 
bodiment of  all  the  ills  of  all  man- 
kind, spilled  as  it  were  from  a 
worm-crawling  grave  — the  living 
dead. 

The  Chinese  mother  would  hur- 
riedly cover  the  face  of  her  baby  as 
she  passed  the  spot.  The  dirtiest 
beggar  on  the  street  would  keep  a 
goodly  distance  from  that  loath- 
some figure.  There  he  would  sit, 
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through  all  the  inclemencies  of  the 
weather;  under  the  blistering, 
tropical  summer  sun,  and  in  the 
raw,  damp  cold  of  the  far-eastern 
winter.  It  was  his  only  home,  that 
spot  beside  the  temple  gate.  He 
lived  there  through  the  dreary  days, 
the  long  months  and  the  longer 
years.  He  lived  there  — if  one  could 
call  it  life  — and  one  day  he  died 
there. 

Half  his  face  had  been  eaten 
away;  the  fetid,  lice-ridden  rags 
mercifully  covered  the  cadaver  of 
his  body,  while  the  stump  of  a hand 
tried  to  clutch  the  dirty  rice-bowl 
that  was  held  out  beseechingly  be- 
fore you. 

I had  only  just  been  appointed 
to  Tsingtien  and  it  was  my  custom 


to  take  a daily  walk  down  the 
main  thoroughfare  of  the  city  and 
out  into  the  country  beyond.  So 
every  day  I passed  the  Temple  of 
Lanterns  and  stopped  to  drop  a 
mite  into  the  rice-bowl  of  the  leper 
— Wong  Li.  The  stench  about  him 
was  unbearable,  the  very  sight  of 
him  struck  terror  and  horror  in 
one’s  very  soul.  But  that  awful 
disgust  that  I felt  at  the  nearness 
of  him  was  washed  out  in  the  wave 
of  pity  and  sorrow  that  engulfed 
me.  If  Wong  Li  had  nothing  to 
live  for,  I would  give  him  some- 
thing to  die  for. 

The  leering  pagan  gods;  the 
musty  sombre  temples;  the  ridicu- 
lous conglomeration  of  buddhistic 
and  taoistic  supersititions  — what 
( Continued  on  page  28) 
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SCARBORO'S  FR.  THORNLEY  SAYS 


WATER?  — UGH!! 

II  anyone  should  tell  you  that  British  Guiana  is  not  hot,  do  not 
believe  him.  The  radiation  temperature  yesterday  was  152.1— in  the 
shade  it  was  86.5  — and  the  coldest  it  has  ever  been  since  I arrived  was 
74.2,  and  that  was  at  12  o’clock  midnight.  The  only  thing  that  keeps 
people,  animals  and  plants  alive,  is  the  steady  breeze. 

We  are  six  feet  below  sea  level.  When  it  rains,  it  pours,  and  the 
country  becomes  flooded.  The  water  is  drained  off  by  means  of  canals 
along  the  side  of  nearly  every  street.  The  natives  wash,  fish  and  dump 
garbage  into  them.  There  are  gates  or  locks  at  the  entrance  of  these 
canals  where  they  meet  the  sea.  When  the  tide  goes  out  they  open  the 
gates  to  drain  the  land,  but  when  it  rains,  the  land  cannot  be  drained 
fast  enough  before  the  tide  comes  in  again  and  then  they  must  shut  the 
canal  gates  or  the  sea  would  swallow  us.  With  all  the  land  in  the  world, 
why  did  the  people  choose  this  place  to  live? 

It  has  rained  for  the  past  three  days  and  now  my  section  of  the 
Parish  is  under  two  feet  of  water.  If  it  does  not  rain  any  more,  half 
will  go  out  with  the  tide  and  the  rest  evaporate  in  the  heat  of  the  day. 
Nothing  ever  gets  real  dry  here  at  any  time,  unless  it  is  left  out  in  the 
sun  for  awhile.  That  is  why  the  books  mould.  But  the  bugs  do  more 
damage  than  the  dampness.  The  termites  or  wood  ants  as  they  call  them 
here,  eat  little  holes  in  books  from  cover  to  cover.  The  bugs  have  already 
eaten  a few  words  out  of  my  books. 


A central  “water-cooling”  system  that  really  works. 


. . . Some  pupils  don’t  know  what  teachers  they  are  supposed  to  listen  to  . . . 

We  have  no  church,  only  a house  where  we  have  a small  Chapel.  We 
hope  to  build  the  church  soon.  I have  been  made  parish  priest  of  two 
areas  in  Georgetown  — the  two  poorest  areas  in  the  parish  and  the  second 
worst  in  the  city  of  Georgetown.  Out  of  thousands  and  thousands  of 
Catholics,  I might  have  fifty  or  one  hundred  at  mass  every  Sunday.  Last 
Sunday  was  the  best  yet,  about  two  hundred  attended.  I am  also  manager 
of  a school  of  four  hundred  and  fifty  pupils,  in  a building  worse  than 
most  barns  in  Canada.  It  is  there  that  I say  Mass  for  my  poor  black 
people.  I want  to  build  onto  the  school  but  I have  no  money.  There 
are  no  partitions  between  class  rooms.  It  is  all  one  big  room  and  some 
pupils  don’t  know  what  teacher  they  are  supposed  to  listen  to.  One  big 
madhouse!  I teach  in  the  school  myself,  twice  a week. 

Last  week  brought  a humourous  but  close  to  tragic  incident  in  my 

life.  I was  visiting  the  home  of  a prospective  convert,  when  the  floor 
boards  on  which  I was  standing  gave  way  under  my  feet,  due  to  the  work 
of  dear  little  termites.  As  you  know,  the  houses  are  built  on  pillars  ten 

to  fifteen  feet  off  the  ground.  Luckily,  I disappeared  only  as  far  as  my 

elbows  and  escaped  with  only  a few  scratches  and  bruises. 

If  you  know  anyone  who  would  like  to  send  some  cheap  rosaries  for 
children,  I would  appreciate  them.  The  rosaries  I brought  with  me  are 
all  in  the  hands  of  the  Guianese  people.  Pamphlets,  Catholic  papers, 
holy  pictures  etc.  are  also  needed.  Small,  medium,  and  a few  good-sized 
pictures,  Messengers,  Sunday  Visitors,  simple  pamphlets  for  converts  . . . 
lots  of  them  . . . will  be  appreciated.  Some  small  prayer  books  for  chil- 
dren and  inexpensive  missals  also.  . . . The  only  prayer  books  sold  here 
are  for  the  Church  of  England. 
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Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


T^\EADLINE  for  another  Crow’s  Nest!  I was  seated  at  my  desk,  doors 
locked,  shades  drawn.  It  was  that  time  of  night  when  you  can  write 
without  interruption.  That,  at  least,  was  what  I was  telling  myself  until  he 
suddenly  materialised  before  me.  A young  man,  strikingly  handsome, 
kindly  and  self-possessed,  with  a radiance  of  expression  that  did  not  belong 
to  this  mortal  sphere. 

“What’s  on  your  mind?”  That’s  what  the  visitor  said.  He  stood  for  a 
moment,  registering  no  particular  surprise  at  my  sudden  and  understand- 
able bewilderment. 

“I  am  your  Guardian  Angel”  he  announced.  “I  have  been  permitted  to 
talk  with  you;  to  set  you  right  for  this  once  on  your  own  tiny  place  in  the 
eternal  scheme.  You  realize,  of  course,  that  you  are  far  from  being  what 
you  ought  to  be.” 

Well,  aren’t  we  all?  Or  most  of  us,  anyway?  It  wasn’t  so  much  the 
nature  of  the  statement  as  the  strangeness  of  the  whole  setting  that  left 
me  utterly  at  a loss  for  words.  Maybe  he  did  not  expect  an  answer.  Per- 
haps it  was  just  to  relieve  this  sudden  tension  that  he  answered  his  own 
original  question. 

“You  were  thinking  of  writing  an  article  on  Matsu  and  Quemoy.” 

That  did  it.  I recovered  my  speech.  I was  bothered  about  the  off-shore 
islands.  I had  long  had  a feeling  that  another  dismal  betrayal  was  in  the 
making  off  the  coast  of  China;  this  time  the  final  kiss  of  death  for  Chiang 
and  the  Nationalists  and  the  hopes  of  millions  of  enslaved  friends  behind 
the  bamboo  curtain.  And  I told  him  so.  And  first  thing  I knew  I was 
making  a speech,  to  a Guardian  Angel,  at  eleven  o’clock  at  night. 

“You  see,  Angel”  . . . certainly  no  disrespect  intended  . . . “we  never 
seem  to  win.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I was  hoping  that  for  once  Eisenhower 
would  come  out  with  a strong  and  unequivocal  ultimatum.  ‘Attack  these 
islands  and  you  are  at  war.  I will  forthwith  order  the  Seventh  Fleet  into 
action  with  no  holds  barred,  hot  pursuit  to  the  finish!’  I was  thinking  of 
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the  tremendous  surge  of  hope  that  would  rise  like  a tidal  wave  throughout 
the  whole  of  Asia.” 

He  smiled,  indulgently.  He  did  not  put  it  in  so  many  words  but  from 
his  expression  the  implication  was  unmistakable.  Would  I never  learn? 

“You  and  your  off-shore  islands!”  That’s  what  he  said.  So  help  me, 
that’s  a direct  quote  from  a Celestial  Visitor. 

Did  I feel  sheepish!  That  isn’t  the  half  of  it.  I couldn’t  explain  why, 
exactly,  but  I suddenly  wanted  to  crawl  through  the  office  floor.  All  of  a 
sudden  it  seemed  so  thoroughly  ridiculous  to  be  at  all  concerned  about 
Matsu  and  Quemoy.  I was  soon  to  be  enlightened. 

“Yourself,”  he  said.  He  pointed  directly  towards  me  as  if  to  emphasize 
the  word.  “Yourself,”  he  repeated.  “That  is  the  subject  that  should  give 
you  the  greatest  concern.” 

Funny  the  things  you  will  say  when  you  know  you  are  cornered.  Of  all 
things,  to  fall  back  at  this  time  on  two-bit  psychiatry!  Worry  about  your- 
self, I thought.  “Neurotic  . . . psychotic  . . . schizo  ...”  I found  myself 
saying.  The  stupid  words  came  tumbling  out  in  a confusion  that  just 
about  matched  my  own. 

“Listen  to  me”  he  said.  I was  listening.  Of  that  you  may  be  sure. 
“Forget  your  sixty-four-dollar  words”  — he  was  so  disconcertingly  collo- 
quial — “because  you  have  something  more  important  than  Quemoy  and 
Matsu  to  occupy  your  mind.  While  you  are  waxing  indignant  at  the 
stupidity  of  American  policy  (and,  for  the  record”  he  added,  “it  could 
hardly  be  more  stupid”)  you  yourself  are  helping  the  Communists  maintain 
their  stranglehold  upon  the  world.” 

“Angel  . . . you  don’t  mean  . . .”  The  exclamation  was  almost  involun- 
tary. 

“Yes,  I do.”  That  was  final  enough.  “I  know  you  are  surprised.  But 
you  still  do  not  know  yourself  as  I know  you.” 

I was  licked.  My  defences  were  down.  So  I was  helping  the  Com- 
munists after  preaching  almost  continually  against  Communism  for  over 
seven  years!  How  stupid  can  you  be?  I no  longer  had  the  least  doubt 
about  it.  I was  actually  eager  for  the  Angel  to  go  on. 

“I  am  going  to  be  perfectly  frank  with  you,”  he  continued,  “and  for  the 
benefit  of  others  as  deluded  as  you  are  I want  you  to  put  this  in  your  next 
Crow’s  Nest.  First  of  all  let  me  tell  you  that  you  are  not  wrong  in  trying 
to  uncover  the  truth.  The  truth  about  world  affairs,  the  truth  about  the 
Communist  conspiracy.  People  will  be  more  inclined  to  do  something  if 
they  realize  — as  all  too  few  still  do  — the  terrible  danger  in  which  America 
finds  herself  at  the  moment.  But  you  are  wrong  and  you  are  successfully 
frustrating  your  own  efforts  by  being  such  a spiritual  in-and-outer.  Time 
and  time  again  I have  heard  you  preach  that  only  saints  and  still 
more  saints  can  save  the  world  in  this  eleventh  hour.  Yet  you  still  do  not 
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make  personal  sanctity  the  one  great  objective  in  your  own  daily  life.  Can 
you  honestly  tell  me  that  you  are  doing  that  right  now?” 

No.  Honestly  I could  not.  Always  so  many  other  things  that  seemed  to 
matter  and  they  had  such  a way  of  crowding  important  issues  into  the 
background.  So  many  deadly  trifles  in  the  average  life  and  mine  was  no 
exception.  I found  myself  thinking  of  sounding  brass  and  tinkling  cymbals 
and  the  sudden  futility  of  things  that  once  had  seemed  an  almost  essential 
part  of  life.  His  next  question  drove  it  home. 

“Why  did  you  miss  the  Family  Rosary  last  Thursday  night?  You’re 
preaching  the  message  of  Fatima,  aren’t  you?  Since  the  Pilgrim  Virgin 
tour  began  you  have  been  urging,  in  season  and  out,  that  people  be  scrupu- 
lously faithful  to  the  recitation  of  that  daily  Rosary.” 

The  fact  was  — and  certainly  he  knew  it  — that  dinner  had  been  late 
that  one  Thursday  evening  and  we  found  ourselves  watching  the  Groucho 
Marx  programme.  You  know  how  it  is.  Maybe  you  yourself  have  slipped 
occasionally.  Time  slides  by  and  one  thing  leads  to  another  and  the  folks 
scatter  and  first  thing  you  know  it’s  bedtime  . . . and  no  Rosary  that  night. 
This  was  the  lame  excuse  that  I managed  to  mumble  but  for  all  the  atten- 
tion he  was  paying  I might  have  spared  myself  the  effort. 

“How  many  years  did  you  spend  in  the  Seminary?” 

No  need  to  answer  that  one.  Again  he  knew.  St.  Augustine’s,  Toronto, 
1915  to  1921. 

“How  often  were  you  told  about  the  importance  of  spiritual  reading 
and  daily  meditation?  Just  last  Wednesday  morning  . . . remember?  . . . 
You  were  up  at  six-thirty  and  on  the  altar  by  seven.  And  that  afternoon! 
I know  because  I was  there.  You  were  poring  over  a stamp  catalogue, 
listing  U.S.  commemoratives  and  wondering  about  the  future  of  New- 
foundland stamps  now  that  the  country  has  joined  Canada.  That  day  you 
never  found  time  to  open  a spiritual  book.” 

The  Angel  was  getting  tough,  I thought.  But  what  was  there  to  say? 
Tell  him  about  the  importance  of  having  a hobby.  Prattle  about  all  work 
and  no  play.  I knew  better.  I said  nothing. 

“For  a while”  he  continued,  “you  go  like  a house  on  fire.  Regular 
spiritual  exercises,  half-hearted  at  times  it  is  true  but  still  regular.  Then 
. . . something  utterly  trivial  and  inconsequential  and  your  whole  routine 
goes  to  pieces.  Visitors!  That  trip  to  the  city!  That  precious  bridge  game! 
It’s  so  late  and  you’re  suddenly  so  tired  and  surely  one  day  won’t  matter. 
There’s  always  tomorrow.  That’s  what  you  keep  telling  yourself.  But  one 
of  these  days  there  just  won’t  be  any  tomorrow.  And  at  your  age,  you 
know,  you  haven’t  so  many  precious  hours  to  fritter  away.  You  are  justi- 
fied in  your  concern  about  the  inroads  of  Communism.  You  have  said,  a 
thousand  times  over,  that  no  merely  human  means  can  now  save  America 
from  disaster.  Let  me  tell  you,  now,  you,  and  your  friends,  and  the  readers 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 


E T CETERA 


■ Lately,  a great  deal  is  being  written  about  the  role  of  the  lay  people 
in  the  work  of  the  Church.  Serious  efforts  are  being  made  in  many 
quarters  to  enrol  the  aid  of  ordinary  men  and  women  in  doing  something 
to  support  the  work  of  the  clergy  in  the  care  of  souls.  Bishop  Joseph 
Blomjous,  W.F.,  a Bishop  in  Tanganyika,  is  devoting  his  time  on  a tour 
of  the  United  States  to  lecturing  on  the  opportunities  for  lay  people, 
married  and  single,  to  serve  the  Church  in  Africa.  It  is  his  thesis  that 
at  this  moment  the  Church  is  becoming  more  and  more  aware  of  the  fact 
that  she  has  to  revert  to  the  concept  of  the  early  years  of  the  Church  and 
become  a “conquering”  Church,  as  distinct  from  fulfilling  the  task  of  keep- 
ing and  preserving  what  she  has  gained,  which  he  terms  her  “pastoral 
task.” 

■ The  pastoral  work  of  the  Church  naturally  is  the  work  of  the  Clergy. 
Primarily  it  is  giving  the  Sacraments,  channeling  the  grace  of  God  to  souls. 
But  that  is  serving  those  who  are  already  members  of  the  Church.  The 
apostolate  proper  is  the  “spreading  of  the  Faith.”  And  that  is  based  on 
the  work  of  the  people  who  are  already  enjoying  the  benefits  of  the 
Faith.  They  have  the  truth,  but  not  just  for  themselves.  One  can’t  be 
a real  Catholic  unless  there  is  a positive  effort  being  made  to  share  the 
gift  of  Faith  with  others. 

■ All  that  is  very  true.  A Catholic  has  to  be  “active.”  I think  that 
activity  must  first  show  itself  in  the  willingness  to  help  those  who  are 
already  doing  something  to  spread  the  Faith.  From  that  actual  help 
given  to  others  there  will  develop  in  time  the  urge  to  give  one’s  personal 
efforts.  Which  brings  me  to  observe  that  there  are  many  thousands  of 
ordinary  Catholics  who  appear  quite  content  to  enjoy  their  Faith  year 
after  year  and  not  do  a single  thing  to  share  it  with  others.  Certainly, 
they  are  not  disposed  to  “sacrifice”  something  of  their  own  by  a voluntary 
effort  with  the  special  intention  of  giving  support  and  aid  to  some  person 
or  group  engaged  in  the  active  apostolate.  True,  they  give  donations  now 
and  then  to  various  causes  when  solicited  in  their  own  parish  churches. 
But  how  many  have  ever  got  to  the  point  of  being  interested  enough  in 
some  Catholic  work  to  deliberately  decide  “on  their  own”  to  help  out, 
for  example,  with  a financial  contribution? 

■ The  editor’s  remarks  this  month  about  our  Mission  Seminary  Build- 
ing Fund  prompts  me  to  suggest  to  young  unmarried  wage-earners  who 
have  never  yet  in  their  lives  sent  a gift  to  aid  a Catholic  foreign  mission 
work  to  begin  right  now  and  contribute  to  the  building  of  a seminary 
where  young  Catholic  Canadian  boys  will  be  trained  to  be  priests  for  the 
Missions,  which  is  certainly  the  active  apostolate  of  the  Church. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


When  Robert  Emmet  was  being  exe- 
cuted, peasants  for  miles  around  gathered 
in  the  gray  dawn  to  kneel  in  prayer  for 
the  great  Irish  patriot.  One  old  woman 
happened  to  kneel  in  the  path  of  an 
English  guard  and  he  bumped  her  out  of 
the  way  with  his  knee. 

A British  captain  helped  her  to  her 
feet  and  bawled  out  the  soldier  for  his 
lack  of  respect  for  the  poor  woman’s  de- 
votion. She  looked  up  at  the  officer  and 
said,  “Thank  you,  sir.  If  there’s  a cool 
spot  in  Hell,  I hope  you  get  it.” 

— Walter  C.  Kelly,  Of  Me  I Sing 

❖ * * 

“I  go  to  the  Unitarian  Church  though 
I’m  really  Episcopalian,”  admitted  the 
spinsterish  Miss  Watson  somewhat  shyly. 

“You  do?”  said  her  friend.  “I  hear 
that  the  congregation  is  very  small.” 

“That’s  it!”  answered  the  spinster,  “it’s 
so  small  that  every  time  our  rector  says 
‘Dearly  Beloved,’  you  feel  as  if  you  had 
received  a proposal!” 

^ 

A man  telephoned  the  police  to  report 
that  thieves  had  been  at  work  on  his  car. 

“They’ve  stolen  the  steering  wheel,  the 
forake  pedal,  the  accelerator,  the  clutch 
pedal  and  the  dashbd,”  he  complained. 

A police  sgt  said  he  would  investigate. 
Then  the  telephone  rang  again. 

“Don’t  bother,”  said  the  same  voice  — 
this  time  with  a hiccup.  “I  got  into  the 
foack  seat  by  mistake.” — Tit-Bits,  London 

* * * 

When  adults  act  like  children  they  are 
silly.  When  children  act  like  adults  they 
are  delinquent. 

— Elkhorn  (Wis.)  Independent 


And  then  there  was  the  cat  that  jumped 
thru  the  window  of  the  fish  market  just 
for  the  halibut. 

— Cynthiana  (Ky)  Democrat 

❖ * * 

Money  isn’t  everything,  and  don’t  let 
anybody  tell  you  it  is.  There  are  other 
things,  such  as  stocks,  bonds,  letters  of 
credit,  travelers’  checks  and  drafts. 

— Marysville  (Kans)  Advocate 

* * * 

Harold  came  home  from  Sunday 
school  and,  asked  what  he  had  learned, 
he  repl’d: 

“We  had  a wonderful  story  about  a 
boy  called  Jos.  His  brother  put  him  in  a 
hole  in  the  ground.  Then  they  killed 
another  boy  and  took  the  boy’s  coat  and 
dipped  it  in  the  blood  of  the  other  boy, 
and  . . .” 

“Oh!  No!  Not  another  boy!”  said  the 
mother  horrified. 

“But  it  was!”  Harold  repl’d.  “I  know 
the  teacher  said  ‘kid’  but  you  told  me  not 
to  use  slang  words  like  that.” 

— Methodist  Recorder,  England. 

❖ * * 

Our  private  statistician  says  a person 
will  exert  himself  176  times  as  much  to 
put  something  in  an  empty  stomach  as  in 
an  empty  head. 

— Wkly  Animator,  Alexander  Film  Co. 

* * * 

Intuition  is  the  ability  women  have  to 
read  between  the  lines  on  a blank  page. 

— Franklin  P.  Jones 
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Beyond  the 

Blue  Horizon 

go  ten  of  Canada’s  most  courageous  young  men.  They  are 
your  Scarboro  Missioners.  They’re  off  to  far-away  places 
to  extend  the  reign  of  Christ. 

THIS  IS  YOUR  OBLIGATION  TOO, 
AND  UPON  ITS  PROPER  DISCHARGE 
RESTS  YOUR  ETERNAL  SALVATION  I 

This  is  so  because  the  Catholic  Church  has  no  other  reason 
for  existence  than  to  extend  the  Kingdom  of  Christ.  Since 
you  cannot  fulfill  this  obligation  on  the  field , these  men  of 
Scarboro  will  act  in  your  name  as  well  as  in  their  own* 
Your  happy  privilege  and  glorious  opportunity  is  to  fit  and 
sustain  them  in  this  Battle  for  Souls. 

SHARE  YOUR  RUESSI1YGS 

with  your 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
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To-day’s  new  soft  curls  and  waves 


With  the  new  regime  all  women 

of  Japan  can  vote,  even  the 

"geisha  girl.” 

Geisha,  “a  person  of  pleasing  accomplish- 
ments.” These  girls  have  existed  in 
Japan  since  the  17th  century  at  the  court 
of  Kyoto.  Their  duties  are  those  of  a 
professional  entertainer.  They  belong  to 
one  master  and  usually  are  released  upon 
marriage.  Such  girls  are  trained  at  an 
early  age  to  sing,  to  play  a musical 
instrument,  to  dance,  to  wait  on  table,  to 
recite  poetry  and  to  be  skilled  in , polite 
conversation,  being  always  examples  of 
polite,  virtuous  and  feminine  conduct, 
“pure  as  the  first  snow  of  winter,  the 
epitome  of  chaste  refinement.” 


returning  leisurely 


The  majority  of  Japanese  women  wear  western  clothes  becau 


in 


Page  Eighteen 


SCARBORO 


I from  casting  their  vote 

nr  .. 

hey  are  cheaper.  A "kimono”  costs  from  $300  - $700. 
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cooking 


Some  Japanese  womerj 


needle  work 
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:complishments  are 


Besides  engaging  in  domestic 
chores,  many  girls  teach  school, 
are  private  secretaries,  work  in 
shops  and  in  silk  and  cotton 
factories. 

Religion  plays  an  important  part 
in  their  daily  lives.  From  an  early 
age  a study  of  ethics  and  morals 
is  stressed,  which  ideas  affect 
their  attitude  towards  all  living 
things.  Two  main  pagan  reli- 
gions dominate  the  Japan  of  to- 
day — Mahayana  Buddhism,  and 
the  ancient  cult  of  ancestor  wor- 
ship, Shintoism. 


spinning 


praying  at  a Shrine 
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tending  silk  worms 


Japanese  women  of  the  island  of  Oshima  are  famous  for  their  ability 

to  carry  heavy  loads. 
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60 1 of  the  nation  are  farmers 

Although  keen  to  adopt 
Western  ideas  — they  are  slow 
to  employ  scientific  farming 
methods  of  the  West. 

Here  women  play  a vital  role. 


preparing  the  soil 


trimming  the  rice-plant 


drying  the  rice-plant 
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gardening 


Women  in  Japanese  society  still  lack  the  degree  of  free- 
dom enjoyed  (?)  by  their  sisters  in  the  West.  Nevertheless, 
Japanese  women,  with  their  untiring  selflessness,  exquisite 
modesty,  keen  intelligence,  patience,  courage  and  heroism, 
are  considered  amongst  the  finest  in  the  world. 
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and 


flower  arranging 


particularly  in  these  artistic  chores  are  Japanese  philosophy  and 
religion  interwoven. 

Gardening  dates  back  to  the  5th  century.  Its  purpose  is  to  bring 
man  closer  to  nature  with  its  charm  of  restraint  and  concealed  beauty. 
It  must  satisfy  the  human  craving  for  nature  and  give  peace  and 
repose  to  the  spirit. 


PRINCE  Of  KABU 

by  PATRICIA  McDONOUGH 

The  tenth  birthday  of  a prince  in  China  is  a very  great  occasion.  On 
that  day,  he  is  crowned  a Prince  of  his  province,  and  the  infant  god  of 
Kabu.  It  is  a time  of  great  celebration  for  the  people.  They  will  come 
from  the  farthest  corners  of  China  to  be  present  at  the  coronation.  They 
will  bring  with  them  jewels,  wild  beasts,  and  rare  delicacies  to  offer 
their  new  god.  Everyone  busily  awaits  the  solemn  day. 

The  court  tailors  and  seamstresses  had  come  to  fit  the  Prince  into  his 
coronation  outfit.  It  had  been  worn  by  his  father,  and  his  father’s  father, 
and  all  the  line  of  Nabus  of  Kabu  for  over  three  hundred  years.  Joseph’s 
father  thought  his  son  looked  very  wonderful  in  his  new  outfit. 

“You  will  indeed  be  the  finest  god  that  China  has  ever  had.’’ 

“Father,’’  asked  the  young  prince,  “am  I really  a god?” 

“Why  of  course  you  are  a god,  my  son,  just  like  me.  A prince  is 
always  the  god  of  his  people.” 

“But  I don’t  feel  like  a god,  father.  I am  like  all  the  other  people.  I 
want  to  be  a prince  for  my  people,  but  I don’t  see  how  I can  be  their 
god.” 

“Oh,  come  now,  my  son,  don’t  trouble  yourself  with  foolish  questions. 
You  were  born  a god  because  your  ancestors  were  all  gods.  Hurry  now, 
and  get  ready  for  the  ceremony.” 

The  Emperor  didn’t  know  that  Joseph  couldn’t  stop  asking  himself 
questions  which  seemed  foolish  to  the  other  people.  He  had  read  in  the 
great  Book  that  there  was  a King  Who  was  God.  This  King  must  have 
been  God  because  He  knew  more  than  the  wise  priests  when  He  was  only 
twelve  years  of  age.  Prince  Joseph  knew  that  he  was  not  such  a man  and 
never  could  be,  no  matter  what  his  father  told  him.  The  Prince  didn’t 
have  much  time  for  these  thoughts,  because  he  was  hustled  away  to  the 
coronation  ceremony. 

The  crowd  surged  forward  into  the  open  square.  Everyone  was  anxious 
to  get  a close  view  of  the  Prince. 

“You’ve  taken  my  place,”  cried  one  in  the  crowd. 

“That’s  too  bad,”  came  the  answer. 

“Someone  has  stolen  my  rice  bowl!”  wailed  a voice. 

“Stealing  in  the  presence  of  a god!”  a horrified  voice  declared. 

“God?  Who  is  god?  That  little  boy?  Then  why  doesn’t  he  put 
food  on  our  tables  instead  of  taking  it  all  away?”  thought  another. 
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“Justice,  there  is  no  such  thing.  You’re  born  poor,  and  you  stay  poor, 
unless  you  take  from  the  other  fellow.” 

“God  . . . born  poor  . . . steal  . . .”  and  so  on  went  the  crowd. 

Soon  there  was  a hush  over  the  square;  the  Prince  had  appeared. 

“Hurray!  Hurray!  Our  Prince  and  our  god!”  the  crowd  shouted. 

The  ceremony  started  and  continued  in  solemn  silence  until  the  high 
priest  had  put  the  crown  of  a god  on  the  head  of  the  young  Prince. 

Then,  a strange  light  appeared  in  the  sky  . It  was  like  a sharp  finger 
which  pointed  at  the  young  Prince,  and  seemed  to  hover  over  him.  He 
rose  from  his  chair  as  if  in  a daze,  and  approached  his  people.  They 
started  to  murmur  with  excitement. 

“My  people,”  he  cried  in  a strong  voice  for  his  ten  years,  “I  am  not  a 
god.” 

At  these  words,  the  crowd  went  into  an  uproar.  Joseph’s  father  rushed 
towards  him. 

“What  are  you  saying,  you  young  trouble  maker?” 

“You  can't  touch  me,  father.  The  people  will  rise  against  you  now 
that  I have  been  crowned  a god.  Please  let  me  speak.  Please.” 

The  crowd  hushed  to  hear  what  the  Prince  had  to  say. 

“People  of  Kabu,  do  you  expect  your  god  to  be  a wise  man?” 

“Yes!”  shouted  the  crowd. 

“Do  you  expect  your  god  to  know  all  there  is  to  know?” 

Again  the  crowd  answered  ‘yes’. 

“But  how  can  I,  a boy  of  ten,  know  as  much  as  these  older  wise  men?” 
He  pointed  to  the  men  of  the  Council  Chamber. 

The  crowd  was  silent.  Everyone  looked  at  one  another,  but  no  one 
could  answer  these  questions.  The  light  around  the  head  of  the  Prince 
shone  more  brightly  as  he  continued  to  speak. 

“Do  you  also  expect  your  god  to  know  the  secrets  of  your  hearts,  when 
you  pray  to  him  in  private?  How  many  secrets  can  I know?  There  was  a 
child  like  me,  Who  knew  such  secrets,  and  Who  knew  more  than  the  wise 
men.  Such  a child  was  indeed  a God.  I am  not  your  god.  I am  only  your 
Prince  who  shall  rule  my  people  as  God  would  wish  me  to.  That  is  why 
I must  tell  you  of  this  God.” 

And  so  it  was  that  the  people  of  Kabu  in  China,  first  heard  the  story 
of  the  King  of  Kings,  Who  died  for  His  people.  The  legend  goes  that  as 
the  Prince  continued  to  speak,  a woman  in  the  crowd  saw  the  figure  of  an 
old  man  standing  beside  him.  He  was  reading  from  the  great  Book  and 
whispering  many  words  into  the  young  Prince's  ear. 


Note  to  Junior  Missionaries 

Father  Jim  and  your  section  return  in  September. 
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While  Buddha  Slept 

( Continued  from  page  7) 

had  they  to  offer  this  loathsome, 
rotting  leper,  but  despair  and  dark- 
ness and  abysmal  loneliness!  What 
could  the  intellectual  lights  and  the 
great  ones  of  this  world  offer?  What 
could  anyone  offer?  Even  the  mythi- 
cal Superman,  holding  the  runaway 
express  with  its  precious  human 
cargo  upon  the  track;  even  the  re- 
doubtable Tarzan,  hero  of  boyhood 
tales,  saving  the  hero  from  the 
jaws  of  the  lion  and  tearing  the 
king  of  beasts  to  pieces  with  his 
naked  hands  — what  could  even 
these  fantastic  creatures  do  for  this 
epitome  of  human  hopelessness? 

At  first,  f simply  said  hello  to 
Wong  Li  and  gave  him  my  alms 
with  a smile.  Gradually,  smother- 
ing my  disgust  and  horror,  I stayed 
to  talk  with  the  leper.  He  was  for 
a long  time  wary  and  suspicious  of 
me.  Why,  he  was  asking  himself, 
did  the  foreign  gentleman  take  such 
a keen  interest  in  him  whom  the 
people  called  “the  most  horrible 
leper  in  all  China?”  What  did  this 
white  man  with  the  .long  black 
dress  want  of  him?  What  could  he 
possibly  want? 

I found  him  taciturn,  and  at 
times  almost  unfriendly.  One  day 
I would  bring  him  a few  cigarettes, 
the  next  day  a few  rice  cakes.  Ever 
so  slowly  but  ever  so  surely,  f dis- 
sipated the  fears  and  won  the  heart 
of  the  leper  of  Tsingtien.  And 
when  I had  won  his  heart,  I bent 
all  my  energies  to  the  task  of  win- 
ning his  immortal  soul. 

I began  to  tell  him  of  God  and 
of  Jesus  and  of  Mary  and  of  para- 
dise. Day  after  day,  I unfolded  to 
him  a tale  of  real  people  who  rose 
from  rags  and  poverty  and 


wretchedness,  to  become  princes  | 
and  princesses  in  a land  whose  gates 
were  of  amethyst  and  jasmine  and 
whose  streets  were  of  silver  and 
gold  — a country  of  unutterable 
wonders,  everlasting  happiness  and 
eternal  glory,  that  lay  beyond  the 
farthest  star. 

f can  still  see  that  awful  face, 
still  hear  the  expressions  of  amaze- 
ment that  fell  from  those  lips, 
festered  and  broken  by  the  cancer- 
ous death  that  was  upon  him,  as  I 
told  my  story. 

# # * 

But,  by  God’s  grace,  in  time  he 
did  believe  and  so,  one,  bright, 
glorious  summer  day,  I baptized 
Wong  Li  the  leper,  there  at  the 
very  gate  of  the  temple.  Crowded 
around  me  were  the  curious  vil- 
lagers, perplexed  and  astounded  at 
my  words  and  actions.  As  I poured 
the  baptismal  waters  over  the 
leper’s  head,  I remember  so  well 
the  remark  of  one  of  the  pagan 
bystanders.  “Too  little  water,”  he 
said,  “you  need  plenty  water  wash 
Wong  Li  — him  very  dirty.”  f 
could  not  help  but  smile,  as  f 
thought  to  myself  of  the  immacu- 
late purity  and  the  transcendent 
loveliness  of  the  soul  of  the  leper, 
regenerated  in  the  waters  of  bap- 
tism ...  If  only  my  pagan  friend 
could  have  seen  the  guardian  angel 
of  Wong  Li  fold  his  golden  wings 
and  shade  his  eyes  from  the  splen- 
dour and  dazzling  brightness  he 
could  hardly  look  upon! 

Wong  Li  made  his  First  Com- 
munion a few  days  later.  Once 
again,  Jesus  of  Nazareth  walked  the 
city  streets  and  had  compassion  on 
the  leper,  for  it  was  there  at  the 
gate  of  the  pagan  temple  that  the  I 
Lord  of  Glory  wrapped  poor,  dirty, 
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disease-ridden  Wong  Li  in  His 
sacramental  arms. 

And  then  came  the  day  when  a 
boy  ran  up  to  me  in  the  Mission 
Compound  and  told  me  that  my 
leper  was  dying  and  was  calling 
for  his  friend  the  Seng  Fu.  I hur- 
ried to  the  gate  of  the  Temple  of 
Lanterns.  Poor  Wong  Li  lay  there 
in  his  last  agony  and  unmindful  of 
the  curious  bystanders,  I dropped 
on  my  knees  beside  him  and  began 
the  prayers  for  the  dying.  Gripped 
tightly  in  the  half  rotten  hand  was 


the  crucifix  I had  given  him  on  the 
day  of  his  baptism  — it  was  his 
passport  to  eternal  life,  his  key  to 
everlasting  happiness.  Wong  Li  had 
been  greatly  impressed  by  the  story 
of  Christ's  terrible  sufferings  and 
he  always  reverently  referred  to 
Jesus  as  “the  Man  on  the  Cross.” 
The  end  came  very  suddenly.  He 
tried  to  rise  to  a sitting  posture  and 
I heard  him  whisper  the  name  of 
Jesus  and  saw  him  press  his  bleed- 
ing lips  to  the  lips  of  the  figure  on 
the  cross.  And  thus  he  died. 


FROM  THE  CROW'S  NEST 

( Continued  from  page  12) 

of  Scarboro  Missions  and  every  living  member  of  the  Mystical  Body  ol 
Christ  that  you  are  all  engaged  in  a fight  to  the  finish  against  Principalities 
and  the  Powers  of  Darkness.  Then  what  are  you  all  doing  in  it,  against 
such  formidable  adversaries,  unless  you  at  least  make  a determined  effort 
to  be  Saints?” 

Brother,  at  this  point  I was  making  a meditation.  Wouldn't  you? 
Surely  he  ought  to  know  about  Principalities  and  Powers  of  Darkness.  For 
all  I knew  he  might  have  been  among  Michael’s  legions  at  Creation’s  dawn 
when  the  first  round  of  that  terrible  battle  was  won  and  Lucifer  plunged 
like  lightning  into  eternal  Hell.  I felt  like  an  absolute  imposter  and  I was 
resolving  then  and  there  to  do  something  about  it.  I was  scared.  I had 
reason  to  be. 

“Thanks,  dear  Guardian  Angel”  was  all  that  I could  say. 

# * # 

The  alarm  was  going  off  as  he  disappeared.  It  was  only  6:15  but 
believe  me  I was  out  of  that  bed  as  if  the  Reds  were  at  the  door. 


Wong  says: 

PLEASANT  NOTICE,  PLEASE! 

You  have  Marian  mite-box,  yes?  Plenty  full  now?  Send  in  to  Scarboro 
Missions,  chop-chop?  Big  favour,  ask  unworthy  Wong:  ten  thousand  not- 
forgets  to  send  box  side  with  honorable  name  and  address  too! 
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After  a hectic  day  with  these  “atomic”  cherubs  . . . 

FLASH ! 

FATHER  McGOEY  FACES  A POSER! 


WHO  ESTABLISHED  THE  CATHOLIC  CHURCH? 

Why,  Miss  Marion,  of  course. 

That  sounds  a little  ridiculous  of  course,  but  of  course  it  isn’t  as  i 
ridiculous  as  it  sounds.  It  was  truly  the  answer  I got  to  the  question  I 
asked  one  sunny  day,  while  teaching  catechism  to  the  children  of  Harbour 
Island. 

In  all  fairness  I believe  we  have  to  admit  that  the  Catholic  Church 
is  a little  bigger  than  Miss  Marion.  Nevertheless  it  would  seem  as  though 
God  used  Miss  Marion  to  get  things  under  way  here  on  Harbour  Island. 

I believe  that  Miss  Marion  would  be  the  first  to  admit  that  she  was  a \ 
poor  instrument,  but  of  course  God  has  a way  of  using  that  kind  of  ] 
instrument,  and  He  did  use  Miss  Marion. 

Just  a little  over  thirty  years  ago  there  was  not  a Catholic  on  the 
island.  Miss  Marion  was  an  Anglican.  She  was  also  the  local  public 
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school  teacher.  (Her  tenure  of  office  lasted  for  forty-two  years.)  She 
couldn’t  quite  reconcile  herself  to  the  Anglican  teachings  as  she  was 
getting  them,  and  this  grated  badly  on  her  basic  honesty.  It  all  resulted 
in  her  taking  a trip  to  Nassau  to  see  Father  Chrysostom  Schreiner,  the 
Benedictine  giant  who  pioneered  the  Bahamas.  She  came  back  to  Harbour 
Island  a Catholic,  with  neither  Church  nor  priest,  and  facing  unbelievable 
hostility.  However,  she  was  equal  to  it. 

It  was  not  long  before  Miss  Hattie,  the  pillar  on  the  other  side  of 
the  front  door  of  the  Church  on  the  Island,  was  influenced  by  Miss 
Marion  and  within  two  years,  she,  a Methodist,  became  a Catholic.  Still 
no  church  or  priest.  The  late  Cardinal  Hayes  of  New  York  on  a trip  down 
this  way,  (the  Bahamas  used  to  be  a part  of  the  Archdiocese  of  New  York 
until  a relatively  recent  date) , confirmed  both  Miss  Marion  and  Miss 
Hattie  in  their  own  home,  known  as  the  LITTLE  BOARDING  HOUSE, 
one  of  the  lodging  houses  for  tourists. 

Three  years  after  the  Baptism  of  Miss  Marion  the  first  priest  came  to 
remain  on  the  Island,  and  the  Sisters  of  Charity  from  New  York  arrived 
to  open  their  Convent  and  the  school.  As  a matter  of  fact  the  Convent 
was  not  ready  when  the  Sisters  arrived  and  so  for  six  months  they  had 
the  second  floor  of  the  Little  Boarding  House  which  for  that  length  of 
time  was  the  Convent. 

A lot  of  changes  have  taken  place  here  since  then.  The  Church  has 
become  the  best  attended  on  the  island,  and  the  school  has  two  thirds 
of  the  island’s  children  attending  it.  Miss  Marion  and  Miss  Hattie  still 
run  their  Little  Boarding  House.  They  still  come  up  the  hill  every  day 
to  daily  Mass,  but  now  there  are  many  more  coming  with  them.  In  a 
ceremony  in  Nassau  last  Saturday,  the  feast  of  St.  Joseph,  two  girls  from 
Harbour  Island  received  the  Holy  Habit  of  the  native  Sisters  at  the 
Convent  of  Blessed  Martin  de  Porres.  One  of  the  boys  of  the  parish  is  a 
Benedictine  Brother  at  St.  Augustine’s  Monastery  in  Nassau.  If  Miss 
Marion  established  the  Catholic  Church,  she  did  a good  job  of  it,  and 
we  suspect  that  God  helped  her  not  a little. 


. . . nightfall  brings  a welcome  moment  of  leisure. 


RENEW  PROMPTLY 

4- 


Are  you  moving?  Then 
send  us  new  and  old 
addresses  three  weeks  in 
advance  p-l-e-a-s-e. 


CLIMB  UPON 
MY  KNEE, 
SONNY  BOY 


"And  he  took  a little  child,  and  gave  it  a place  in  the  midst  of  them; 
and  he  took  it  in  his  arms,  and  said  to  them:  Whoever  welcomes 
such  a child  as  this  in  my  name,  welcomes  me." 


and  I’ll  tell  you  the  folks  in 
Canada  do  love  you  — they 
sent  us  Scarboro  priests  to 
help  you  and  your  people 
live  more  happily  and  go  to 
heaven  when  you  die.  They 
won’t  let  us  down  either  but 
will  keep  us  supplied  with 
the  means  to  do  this  . . . 

“What’s  that,  Sonny  Boy? 
. . . you’ll  pray  for  them  in 
return?  . . . Why,  bless  your 
little  heart!” 
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SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF  REMEMBRANCE 


Let  each  priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel 
on  this  the  day  of  remember  especially 


* * * * 


Each  morning  as  our  priests  go  to  the  Altar  to  offer  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
of  the  Mass  they  will  stop  and  read  the  names  on  the  sheet  exposed  for 
that  day.  They  will  remember  in  a particular  and  lasting  manner  those 
in  whose  memory  a definite  sum  has  been  contributed  to  the  Building 
Fund  for  Scarboro’s  New  Seminary,  and  they  will  be  remembered  year 
after  year. 

A sheet  is  reserved  by  the  contribution  of  one  thousand  ($1,000.00) 
dollars  towards  Scarboro’s  New  Seminary  Building  Fund. 

For  the  complete  details,  let  us  send  you  our  Brochure  on  the  matter. 
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EDITORIAL 


“The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . . . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest 
if  it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


Why  Catholic  Reading? 

September  marks  the  beginning  of  this  year's  last  quarter.  It  also 
marks  the  beginning  of  a great  adventure  in  education  for  thousands  of 
little  ones  throughout  this  Canada  of  ours.  Most,  if  not  all,  of  these  young 
minds  are  still  free  of  prejudice  and  error.  But  it  is  frightening  to  think 
of  the  forces  of  destruction  that  will  be  unleashed  against  them  — forces  of 
spiritual  destruction. 

Now,  it  is  primarily  the  duty  of  parents  to  insure  that  the  minds  of 
their  own  young  are  not  defiled  by  moral  dirt.  In  order  to  achieve  this 
end,  parents  must  know  what  is  morally  harmful  to  their  children  and  the 
only  way  parents  can  judge  of  the  matter  is  by  having  their  own  standards 
of  morality  at  top  quality  and  ready  operation.  And  parents  simply 
cannot  have  such  a necessary  standard  without  solid  Catholic  reading. 

While  Catholics  can  “co-exist"  with  disbelievers  and  unbelievers, 
Catholicism  cannot  “co-exist"  with  their  ideas  of  morality.  Many  maga- 
zine stories  provide  a terrible  danger,  not  so  much  from  their  irreligious 
atmosphere  as  from  their  a-religious  trends.  Catholics  know  — or  should 
know  — how  deeply  human  nature  was  influenced  by  Original  sin  and 
that  only  the  grace  of  God  can  keep  it  functioning  in  such  a way  as  to 
bring  the  whole  man  to  salvation. 

Far  too  many  magazines,  for  example,  not  only  do  nothing  to  help  the 
soul  keep  itself  in  grace,  they  try  to  blot  out  the  idea  of  God  and  morality 
by  dense  clouds  of  naturalism.  The  evil  of  such  reading  produces  its  bad 
effect  ever  so  gradually  and  smoothly.  Shock-value  is,  generally,  carefully  ; 
kept  to  a minimum;  situations  and  reactions  are  insinuated  and  suggested. 
Half-praise  of  virtue  and  the  element  of  “I  couldn’t  help  myself”  are  ; 
cunningly  used.  But  the  end  sought  is  ever  the  same,  destruction  of 
virtue. 

Let  parents  beware  of  shirking  their  duty  of  supervising  their  chil- 
dren’s reading.  But  especially  let  them  show  forth  good  and  moral  taste  , 
in  their  own  reading.  If  they  do  not  read  Catholic  literature  and  encour- 
age their  offspring’s  reading  of  it,  there  will  come  a day  — a very  sad  day  — 
for  them,  even  if  it  comes  just  after  death;  for,  as  the  Holy  Ghost  says,  “it 
is  better  to  die  without  children  than  to  leave  behind  ungodly  children." 
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LEST  WE  FORGET 


Could  the  Chinese  ever  rise  to  such  a powerful  state  as  to  overrun  and  dominate 
that  part  of  the  world  we  call  the  West?  They  could,  and  perhaps  they  will  if  we 
keep  on  “refining  ourselves  out  of  existence”  by  synthetic  substitutes  for  virile  living. 
But  more  serious  by  far  is  the  evident  decline  of  NATURAL  virtue  in  the  West,  a 
decline  that  preceded  and  ended  in  the  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire.  The  worker  is 
losing  his  dignity  because  an  unblessed  standard  of  living  disdains  manual  labour. 
The  SPIRIT  of  charity  is  being  organized  out  of  existence.  The  abnormal  craze  for 
pleasure  and  the  craze  for  abnormal  pleasure  are  but  indications  of  deep-rooted 
spiritual  unrest.  Perhaps  adversity  is  the  medicine  we  need  for  our  ailing  souls  and 
perhaps  China  will  provide  it — under  God. 
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The  story  of  Clementina  Sweeting  as 
told  to  Father  Craig  Strang,  S.F.M. 


THIS 

IS 


CATHOLIC 

ACTION! 


. . . A Catholic  service  in  his  own  home  . . . 


Clementina  Sweeting  always 
went  to  Church.  Ever  since  she 
was  a little  girl,  back  in  the  last 
century,  every  Sunday  she  would 
put  on  her  best  dress  and  her  only 
bonnet,  even  wear  stockings  and 
shoes,  walk  to  the  little  church  in 
the  meadow;  she  would  have  her 
Bible  and  hymn  book  — had 
learned  enough  in  school  to  be  able 
to  read  the  simpler  words  in  them. 
Her  parents  had  been  slaves  when 
they  were  young  and  never  learned 
to  read  or  write.  The  more  popu- 
lar hymns  she  quickly  learned  by 


heart,  most  of  the  stories  in  the 
Bible  became  familiar  to  her,  and 
she  liked  to  raise  her  voice  in 
praise  of  God  and  bow  her  head 
in  adoration  to  Him. 

All  this  she  taught  her  children, 
and  they  too  liked  to  go  to  church. 
A few  years  ago  these  children, 
now  with  families  of  their  own, 
started  going  to  another  Church; 
it  was  not  so  near;  it  was  nearly 
three  miles  away;  it  was  an  entirely 
different  Church,  it  was  the  Catho- 
lic Church;  it  was  in  the  Lower 
Bogue  — this  was  the  Upper  Bogue. 
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Furthermore,  the  priest  could  get 
there  only  twice  a month.  So,  the 
Sundays  when  the  priest  could  not 
go,  her  eldest  son  held  a Catholic 
service  in  his  own  home,  and  her 
other  children  and  grandchildren 
would  gather  there;  over  twenty  of 
them  in  all.  They  would  sing 
Catholic  hymns,  which  sounded 
strange  to  her;  they  would  say 
prayers  on  their  beads  and  she  no- 
ticed some  of  the  words  were  fa- 
miliar to  her;  they  would  recite 
questions  and  answers  from  a 
catechism  which  sometimes  made 
sense  to  her  and  sometimes  did  not; 
they  would  read  from  the  New 
Testament  which  seemed  at  times, 
to  be  worded  differently  from  the 
texts  familiar  to  her.  Anyway,  she 
joined  in  these  gatherings  before 
going  to  her  own  church  and  liked 
them  well  enough. 

Then  one  fine  Sunday  in  spring 
she  joined  them  as  they  set  out  on 
the  winding  path  to  the  Lower 
Bogue,  some  of  them  carrying 
children.  It  was  the  Sunday  before 
Easter.  When  they  arrived  the 
priest  was  blessing  palm  leaves.  She 
joined  the  others  as  they  went  up 
to  receive  each  a palm,  kissing  it 
and  the  hand  of  the  priest.  She 
walked  in  the  procession  as  it 
wended  its  way  along  the  main 
path  in  a procession  around  the 
Church.  She  added  her  voice  to 
theirs  as  they  chanted  the  “Ho- 
sannah in  the  Highest,  blessed  is 
He  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the 
Lord."  She  liked  all  this  very 
much  and  thought  that  God  liked 


it  too. 

Then  Mass  began  and  she  could 
only  listen  as  those  around  her 
made  responses  in  Latin,  or  recited 
other  prayers  in  English.  It  was 
all  so  sacred  and  solemn  that  she 
knew  something  very  important 
was  taking  place. 

After  Mass  she  spoke  with  the 
priest  as  he  was  sitting  on  a rock 
with  her  grandchildren  around 
him.  His  white  hair  and  white 
soutane  made  him  look  very  ven- 
erable. His  blue  eyes  twinkling 
with  kindness  and  his  soft  voice 
talking  with  the  little  ones,  whose 
dark  hands  were  on  his  knees  or 
holding  his  sash,  convinced  her 
that  he  was  truly  a man  of  God. 
He  told  how  he  spent  all  his  time 
like  this,  visiting  one  settlement 
after  another,  never  being  able  to 
stay  as  long  as  he  wished  in  any 
one  place,  because  there  were 
others  waiting  for  him. 

The  priest,  after  having  taken  a 
cup  of  tea  and  a slice  of  bread 
went  back  with  them  to  the  Upper 
Bogue,  and  conducted  a Sunday 
school  service  in  her  son’s  house, 
and  then  he  returned  to  the  Lower 
Bogue  for  evening  prayers  and 
Benediction. 

From  that  day  on,  Clementina 
went  no  more  to  the  church  in  the 
meadow,  even  though  it  was  so 
near,  but  to  her  son’s  house,  and 
brought  others  with  her.  So  many 
came  now  that  every  room  and  the 
little  shop  in  front  were  filled. 
She  learned  the  catechism  and 
some  new  prayers,  and  on  the  feast 
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Here  is  our  latest  snap  of 
Fr.  Craig  Strang,  S.F.M., 
standing  beside  an  old 
friend  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Most  Rev.  Paul  Leonard 
Hagarty,  O.S.B.,  D.D., 

Vicar-Apostolic  of  the 
Bahamas.  Fr.  Craig  is  busy 
on  the  Island  of  Eleutbera. 


of  the  Assumption  she  was  baptized 
and  made  her  first  Holy  Com- 
munion. 

Later  in  the  fall,  the  Bishop,  a 
much  younger  man  than  the  priest, 
came  and  conferred  the  Sacrament 
of  Confirmation.  That  was  when 
they  first  asked  if  they  could  have  a 
little  church  of  their  own  in  Upper 
Bogue.  Clementina  was  finding 
the  walk  to  Lower  Bogue  harder 
and  harder.  The  Bishop  told  them 
he  would  love  to  help  but  could 
not  do  so  right  away  because  he 
had  already  promised  chapels  for 
other  places  and  Upper  Bogue 
would  have  to  wait  its  turn.  Clem- 
entina spoke  up  saying  she  would 
give  the  land  for  the  church  right 
by  the  place  where  the  motor  road 
was  to  go  through.  Her  son  pro- 
mised that  he  and  his  brothers 
would  erect  lime  kilns  and  make 
all  the  lime.  All  the  others  pro- 
mised their  labour;  they  would 
build  the  Church  themselves  as  the 
Catholics  in  Lower  Bogue  had 
built  theirs.  All  they  needed  was 
the  rest  of  the  material.  The 
Bishop  was  visibly  impressed  and 
promised  he  would  do  his  utmost 
as  soon  as  he  could. 

Then  the  priest,  Father  Leander, 
warn  out  with  so  much  travelling, 
was  appointed  to  another  spot 
where  his  flock  was  not  so  scattered. 
It  was  then  the  Canadian  Fathers 
came  — Father  McGoey  took  over 


the  main  church  on  Harbour 
Island,  I,  the  missions  on  Eleu- 
thera.  The  Bogues  are  on  the 
northerly  tip  of  the  lengthy  island. 

During  my  first  visit  I saw  that 
Clementina  and  some  others  could 
barely  make  the  walk  to  Lower 
Bogue  — even  some  of  the  younger 
people  found  it  hard  enough  as 
they  carried  the  smaller  children. 
So  I arranged  that  I would  say 
Sunday  Mass  in  the  school  house, 
in  Upper  Bogue  and  thus  save 
them  a trip.  This  would  be  twice 
a month  and  after  the  first  Mass 
in  Lower  Bogue  I would  cycle  up 
the  path  for  a second  Mass  in  the 
school  house.  Many  others  are 
coming  now  and  the  need  of  a 
chapel  is  greater  than  ever. 

So  Father  McGoey  and  I decided, 
with  the  Bishop’s  permission,  to 
try  and  build  the  chapel  with  ad- 
joining room  for  the  priest,  and 
use  the  stipends  for  High  Masses 
which  we  received  recently,  and 
hope  that  some  of  our  friends 
would  come  to  our  aid  and  make  it 
possible  to  complete  the  worthy 
work. 

We  reckon  we  would  need  some- 
thing just  over  a thousand  dollars, 
seeing  that  the  people  themselves 
have  given  the  land,  lime  (all 
ready  even  now,  stone  and  labour. 
Maybe  some  of  the  readers  of  these 
pages  will  be  able  to  help  finish 
the  project  begun  by  Clementina 
Sweeting. 


Catholic  reading  materials,  prayer  books  and  pamphlets,  rosaries 
and  medals  — all  urgently  needed.  Send  to  Fr.  C.  Strang,  S.F.M., 
Box  4,  Harbour  Island,  Bahamas,  B.W.I. 
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CI01(S  NEST 

Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


“If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn” 

— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 


Remember  little  Kathy  Allison?  The  child  whose  picture  and  story 
were  carried  throughout  the  nation  in  August  of  1954?  She  was  five  years 
old,  afflicted  with  cancer  and  her  parents  had  been  informed  by  competent 
medical  authorities  that  she  had  not  more  than  thirty  days  to  live.  For 
intense  compelling  human  interest  the  story  was  a natural.  Some  good 
citizens  of  her  home  town  of  South  Bend,  Indiana,  thought  the  child 
should  celebrate  an  early  Christmas  and  have  a party  since  she  would  be 
dead  before  the  real  Christmas  came  around.  The  idea  caught  on  like 
wildfire.  When  little  Kathy  expressed  a desire  for  a baby  doll  for  the 
party  more  than  two  thousand  dolls  were  sent  to  her  from  well-wishers  in 
the  United  States  and  Canada,  You  remember  the  story.  It  was  front 
page  news. 

When  medical  science  decided  that  Kathy  had  to  die  the  South  Bend 
Tribune  carried  the  headline  “LITTLE  KATHY  ANXIOUS  TO  ‘MEET 
JESUS  AND  HIS  ANGELS.'  ” The  doctors’  verdict  had  apparently  been 
final.  “ There  is  nothing  more  science  can  do  to  arrest  the  malignancy. 
The  child  must  die.”  Telegrams  and  letters  of  sympathy  poured  into  the 
Allison  home.  The  Tribune  pulled  out  all  the  stops  and  summed  up  the 
reaction  of  a host  of  sympathetic  but  helpless  friends.  The  article  went  on: 

“Not  that  Kathy  does  not  know  what  is  happening.  Her  parents  have 
told  her  that  some  day  soon  she  will  be  meeting  Jesus  and  she  is  anxious  to 
see  Him.  Five  year  old  girls  forget  easily  and  it  often  slips  Kathy’s  mind 
that  she  won’t  have  the  time  to  do  all  the  things  she  talks  about. 

“But  when  you  witness  the  faith  with  which  Harry  and  Mabel  Allison 
have  accepted  the  approach  of  Kathy’s  death;  when  you  consider  the  spirit 
of  the  whole  family  and  of  most  of  their  neighbours,  a spirit  of  resignation 
to  God’s  will,  when  you  hear  Kathy  proudly  say  ‘I’m  going  to  meet  Jesus 


and  all  His  Angels’,  the  beauty  of  the  little  girl  and  of  her  life  changes 
the  pain  and  heartache,  changes  it  into  something  like  compassion  or  some- 
thing more  like  love.” 

# # # 

The  nation  was  interested  in  Kathy  Allison.  The  nation  was  aroused. 
People  would  naturally  have  wanted  to  follow  the  drama  to  the  end.  But 
all  of  a sudden  the  whole  story  was  dropped  from  the  newspapers.  Nobody 
seemed  to  know  whether  she  lived  or  died.  Were  it  not  for  State  Senator 
John  J.  Haluska  of  Pennylvania  I,  for  one,  would  never  have  learned  of 
the  incredible  finale.  On  Monday  , February  7th,  1955,  for  one  hour  and 
twenty  minutes  Senator  Haluska  addressed  the  legislative  body  of  Pennsyl- 
vania on  the  Hoxsey  cancer  treatment.  Present  with  him  was  little  Kathy 
Allison,  completely  restored  to  health.  Friends  of  the  family  had  taken  up 
a collection  to  defray  the  expense  and  Kathy  had  been  taken  to  the  Hoxsey 
clinic  at  Dallas,  Texas.  The  Senator  presented  the  child  before  the  legis- 
lature that  day.  Here  are  his  words,  as  taken  from  the  official  Legislative 
Journal  of  the  Commonwealth  of  Pennsylvania , dated  February  7th,  1955. 

“Mr.  President,  may  I have  permission  to  show  you  little  Kathy  Allison. 
Kathy,  come  here,  please.”  (Kathy  Allison  came  forward.) 

“Here,  Mr.  President,  is  that  little  angel  who,  according  to  medical 
science,  had  to  meet  the  angels  soon.  Today  she  is  going  to  school;  was 
X-rayed  last  week  and  found  to  be  cancer-free  and  is  playing  like  any  other 
normal  child. 

“Would  you  sit  back,  gentlemen,  and  not  do  what  I am  doing?  Here 
is  the  father  weeping.  Mr.  Allison,  will  you  kindly  stand  up?  He  is  just 
a young  man,  the  proud  father  of  this  child  whom  God  spared.”  (Mr. 
Allison  arose.) 

Why  was  this  news  witheld  from  millions  of  people  so  intensely  inter- 
ested in  this  child  that  medical  opinion  had  condemned  to  die?  Why  was 
never  another  word  printed  about  Kathy  Allison  from  the  moment  she 
was  taken  to  the  Hoxsey  clinic  and  restored  to  perfect  health?  Suppose 
we  explore  further  with  Senator  Haluska,  give  you  the  benefit  of  his 
experiences  in  his  valiant  attempt  to  further  the  interests  of  suffering 
humanity  and  of  the  almost  insuperable  obstacles  placed  in  his  way.  We 
quote: 

* * * 

“Mr.  President  and  gentlemen  of  the  Senate,  I have  appeared  on  the 
floor  of  the  Senate  here  for  twenty-one  years  and  have  taken  an  active  part 
in  many  pieces  of  legislation.  However,  I have  never  appeared  in  a more 
important  role  and  never  have  I had  a more  difficult  task  to  perform  for 
my  colleagues  and  the  people  of  Pennsylvania. 

Mr.  President,  I am  going  to  discuss  the  nation’s  most  controversial 
issue;  that  is,  cancer.  I shall  endeavour  to  tell  my  colleagues  and  the 
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people  of  this  Commonwealth  that  an  answer  to  cancer  has  been  found. 
I shall  endeavour  to  show  the  conspiracy  that  has  been  in  full  bloom  in 
the  American  Medical  Association  against  the  Hoxsey  Cancer  Clinic  at 
Dallas,  Texas.  I shall  endeavour  to  show  the  thunder  of  groups  who  have 
an  interest  only  in  themselves.  They  are  not  interested  in  finding  an 
answer  to  this  great  problem.  According  to  figures  released  to  the  United 
States  Government  today,  one  out  of  every  four  persons  that  dies,  dies  of 
cancer.  Every  two  minutes  one  life  is  snuffed  out  by  this  dreadful  killer. 
Despite  that  fact,  the  American  Medical  Association,  the  American  Cancer 
Society  and  the  Damon  Runyon  Fund  have  stood  still  for  a quarter  of  a 
century,  treading  upon  anyone  who  comes  forth  with  a cure,  a thought 
or  an  idea,  if  not  approved  by  them.” 

Senator  Haluska  lost  his  mother  and  eight  year  old  son  through  the 
ravages  of  this  dread  disease.  Very  dramatically  he  describes  how  the  family 
physician  broke  the  news  to  him  that  his  sister  was  also  stricken  and  how 
in  the  very  last  stages  of  the  disease  she  was  restored  to  perfect  health  at 
the  Hoxsey  Clinic.  We  continue  from  the  official  record  in  the  Legislative 
Journal: 

“Several  years  ago  my  family  physician,  and  a good  physician,  walked 
into  my  office  at  the  hospital,  choked  up  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and  said: 
‘John,  lightning  has  struck  again.’  I said  ‘What  do  you  mean?’  He  said, 
“Your  sister,  your  baby  sister  is  doomed  to  die  because  she  has  cancer.  It 
started  in  her  cervix  and  carried  on  throughout  her  entire  body.  We  have 
taken  biopsy  after  biopsy  to  make  certain.  . . . We  have  no  answer.’  ” 

“Mr.  President,  we  sent  this  young  girl  down  to  Pittsburgh  in  an  ambu- 
lance and  prepared  her  for  the  operation.  Experts  came  in  and  they 
made  an  incision  and  sewed  her  up  and  said  ‘Nothing  can  be  done.’  They 
used  the  vulgar  words,  ‘she  is  rotten  inside.’  They  said,  ‘we  will  give  her 
morphine  and  let  her  die  a painless  death.’  ” 

“When  I knew  my  sister  had  to  die,  I did  just  what  you  would  have 
done.  I grasped  for  that  last  straw,  Mr.  President.  I picked  up  the  tele- 
phone and  called  Dallas,  Texas.  I asked  for  Dr.  Hoxsey.  I told  my  story. 
I read  the  pathological  report. 

“The  first  words  he  said  were,  ‘Senator,  I am  not  God.  I cannot  do  the 
impossible.  I am  only  human  but  I have  cured  thousands  of  people.  Un- 
fortunately, they  come  here  when  they  are  ready  to  take  their  last  breath. 
I figure  you  will  save  yourself  money  to  follow  the  doctor’s  advice  and  let 
her  die  a natural  death.’  I said,  ‘Dr.  Hoxsey,  I am  only  asking  if  you  will 
have  an  ambulance  at  the  airport.  Do  what  you  can.  If  she  does  not 
survive  the  trip  we  cannot  hold  it  against  you.  If  you  prolong  her  life  for 
a month  or  two  months  it  will  be  a miracle.  But  please  take  her  as  a 
patient.” 

“Mr.  President  . . I want  to  say  that  my  sister,  the  girl  who  had  to  die, 
who  had  no  chance  to  live,  for  whom  medical  science  said  there  was  no 
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help,  is  here  today.  I ask  her  to  rise  (in  the  galleries)  so  that  you  can 
look  at  her  today  after  the  Hoxsey  treatment.”  (Mrs.  Verne  Haluska 
Kielbowick  arose.) 

* * # 

Senator  Haluska  further  described  how  he  had  written  articles  in 
regular  newspaper  column  on  the  Hoxsey  treatment.  A group  of  over  200 
doctors  called  a meeting  and  wrote  Senator  Langer  stating  that  a great 
discovery  had  been  made,  asked  for  an  investigation  and  said  that  if  what 
he  claimed  had  actually  taken  place  the  treatment  should  be  introduced 
in  every  hospital  in  the  nation.  “Within  three  days,  the  big  arm  from 
Chicago  reached  into  Cambria  County.”  Dr.  Hoxsey  was  described  as  a 
charlatan  and  a quack  and  the  doctors  were  ordered  to  keep  quiet. 

For  a while  the  Altoona  Tribune  carried  Senator  Haluska’s  articles. 
One  day  a man  on  the  paper  informed  him  that  they  could  not  print  any 
more  of  them.  When  he  asked  why  the  man  gave  this  answer:  “The  A.M.A. 
called  my  boss  and  said  that  if  we  dare  print  one  more  of  these  stories  our 
national  advertising,  toothpaste,  Listerine,  and  so  on,  would  be  taken  out 
of  our  paper.”  It  was  the  last  of  the  articles. 

In  April  1954  ten  doctors  from  all  over  the  nation  spent  five  days  at 
the  Hoxsey  Clinic.  They  examined  21  patients  who  were  cured  of  cancer 
after  having  been  pronounced  incurable  by  their  own  doctors.  We  can 
quote  only  part  of  their  report:  “We  as  a Committee  feel  that  the  Hoxsey 
treatment  is  superior  to  such  conventional  methods  of  treatment  asX-ray, 
radium  and  surgery.”  The  full  report  was  signed  by  the  following 
doctors:  S.  Edgar  Bond,  M.D.,  Richmond,  Indiana;  E.  E.  Loffler,  M.D., 
Spokane,  Washington;  H.  B.  Mueller,  M.D.,  Cleveland,  Ohio;  A.  C. 
Timbs,  M.D.,  Knoxville,  Tennessee;  Hans  Kalm,  M.D.,  Aiken,  South  Caro- 
lina; Roy  O.  Yeatts,  M.D.,  Harden,  Montana;  R.  C.  Bowie,  M.D.,  Fort 
Morgan,  Colorado;  Frederick  H.  Thurston,  M.D.,  Boise,  Idaho;  Willard 
D.  Palmer,  M.D.,  Seattle,  Washington;  Benjamin  F.  Bowers,  M.D.,  Evans- 
burg,  Pennsylvania. 

The  Senator  is  trying  to  get  a branch  of  the  Hoxsey  clinic  opened  in 
Pennsylvania.  Already  the  State  Board  of  Nurse  Examiners  has  said  it 
will  revoke  the  degree  of  any  nurse  who  works  there  and  determined 
efforts  are  being  made  to  introduce  legislation  “to  stop  this  man  from 
operating  in  Pennsylvania.” 

POWER  YOUR  PRAYER 

for  yourself,  for  others,  for  the  soul  in  pagan  darkness 

BY  SACRIFICE 

and  bring  your  eternal  salvation  closer  to  reality.  A most  worthy 
outlet  for  your  charity  is  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOD 


Small  Bobby  was  playing  on  the  back 
porch  when  suddenly  there  was  a great 
clattering  and  banging  out  there. 

“Bobby,”  called  his  mother,  “what 
are  you  doing?” 

“Nothing,”  he  answered.  “Nothing  at 
at  all.” 

“What  are  you  doing  it  with?”  de- 
manded his  mother. 

A small  voice  answered:  “With  a 

hammer.” 

— Capper's  Weekly 


A baby  girl  is  a frail  craft  on  life’s 
sea — and  the  older  she  gets  the  craftier 
she  becomes. 

— Francis  Rodman 


The  young  priest  came  home  to  visit 
his  family.  Before  sitting  down  to  talk, 
he  took  his  coat  off  and  threw  it  across 
the  chair. 

“James!”  said  his  mother  sharply. 
“Pick  up  that  coat  and  hang  it  in  the 
closet  where  it  belongs.” 

“Oh,  all  right,  mother,  but  in  the 
priests’  house  we  do  that  all  the  time.” 
“That  may  be  all  right  in  God’s 
house,”  snapped  the  matriarch.  “ Here 
you  do  as  I say.” — Execs'  Digest,  syndi- 
cated by  Cambridge  Assoc’s,  Boston. 


Whenever  the  kindergarten  teacher  had 
a message  for  the  mother  of  one  of  her 
charges,  she  pinned  a note  securely  to 
the  child’s  clothing,  to  make  sure  it 
wouldn’t  be  lost.  One  day  she  was  fasten- 
ing a note  to  the  jacket  of  a boy  who 
had  already  carried  several  missives  in 
this  manner. 

“My”  said  the  teacher,  “you  are  be- 
coming a regular  little  postman,  aren’t 
you?” 

“No,”  he  promptly  retorted,  “I’m  be- 
coming a regular  little  bulletin  board!” 
—Luke  Neely 


A small  boy  sitting  in  the  rear  of  a ! 
classroom  appeared  to  be  day-dreaming.  ! 
The  teacher  queried,  “Do  you  have  | 
trouble  hearing,  Johny?”  “No,”  the  boy 
replied,  “I  have  trouble  listening. 

— Wisconsin  Journal  of  Education 


‘He’s  a bad  hombre  and  quick  on  the 
trigger.  He  can  shoot  before  his  gun 
clears  the  holster.” 

“What’s  his  name?” 

‘No-Toes  Alfie.”  — Wooden  Barrel, 
Associated  Cooperage  Industries  of 
America. 


Night  club  comic  Skeets  Minton, 
commenting  on  the  modern  prospecting 
craze,  said:  “A  friend  of  mine  went  out 
around  Las  Vegas  with  a geiger  counter. 
He  didn’t  find  any  uranium,  but  he 
found  three  guys  named  Geiger.” 

— Will  Jones,  Minneapolis  Tribune 
The  young  man  looked  at  the  high 
prices  on  the  night  club  menu  and  then 
he  said  to  his  date,  “What  will  you  have, 
my  plump  doll?” 

— Capper's  Weekly. 


When  it  came  time  for  little  Archie 
to  enter  school,  his  doting  mother  ap- 
proached the  teacher  with  the  request 
that  her  sensitive  child  never  be  punish- 
ed. The  teacher  protested  that  such 
procedure  would  not  be  to  the  boy’s 
advantage.  The  mother  pondered  this 
for  a moment,  then  came  up  with  a 
suggestion. 

“If  Archie  misbehaves,”  she  said,  “just 
slap  the  boy  next  to  him.  That  will 
frighten  him.” 

— Margaret  Ahearn  in  The  Sign 
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SCARBORO 


October  will  soon 


be  here  . . . October  is 

The  month  of  the 
ROSARY! 


DESMOND  E.  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 


Do  you  PRAY  or  just  SAY  your  Rosary? 

■ In  his  fast-selling  book,  Her  Plan  for  Peace,  Father  Desmond  Stringer, 
S.F.M. , has  a meditation  on  each  of  the  fifteen  mysteries.  Easy  to  follow  and 
full  of  interesting  facts,  these  meditations  make  the  praying  of  the  Rosary  an 
unforgettable  spiritual  experience  and  a happy  aid  to  your  growth  in  holiness. 

| In  Her  Plan  for  Peace  you  will  learn  why  the  Mother  of  God  lays  such 
insistant  stress  on  the  proper  use  of  the  Rosary.  You  will  read  an  explana- 
tion of  Our  Lady’s  solemn  warning  to  Francis.  You  will  be  led  to  realize 
that  if  a soul  of  such  innocence,  as  was  that  of  this  nine  year  old  child, 
needed  to  pray  “many,  many  Rosaries,”  the  rest  of  us  should  take  a long 
and  searching  look  into  the  secret  recesses  of  our  own  souls. 


■ PREPARE  NOW  to  make  October  a time  of  serious  thought  about  the 
message  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary  at  Fatima.  It  is  explained  carefully  and 
in  detail  in  Her  Plan  for  Peace.  Reach  out  — now  — for  the  peace  of  soul 
that  comes  to  those  who  love  Mary  enough  to  help  her  make  amends  to  the 
wounded  Heart  of  her  divine  Son! 

NOW  IS  THE  TIME— ORDER  YOUR  COPY  TODAY! 

Price  $2.00  post  paid 

Order  from 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 

2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario 
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ST.  MICHAEL’S  CATHEDRAL,  TORONTO,  SCENE  OF  THE  1 


PARTURE  CEREMONY  FOR  OUR  SCARBORO  MISSIONARIES 


Ordained  in  1945,  Father  Francis  Moylan,  S.F.M.,  of  Seaforth,  Ont.,  served  in  the 
Dominican  Republic  for  four  years.  He  was  then  recalled  to  Canada,  given  a year 
at  Ottawa  University  to  study  Philosophy,  and  then  appointed  to  the  teaching  Staff  in 
our  Seminary.  Now  he  goes  to  the  Philippines  as  Regional  Superior  of  our  first 
mission  band  to  that  country. 

GO  FORTH  YE  HERALDS... 

It  must  be  a glorious  sight,  though  one  which  only  those  in  heaven  can 
fully  see  — ten  young  Canadian  priests  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  speeding  to  their  appointed  destinations  by  land  and  sea  and  air! 
Lonesome  hearts  at  home  have  sanctified  their  sacrifice  and  are  beginning 

Turn  to  page  24 
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Father  Paul  Pendergast,  S.F.M.,  of  Tor- 
onto, Ont.,  was  ordained  on  December  8 
of  last  year.  He  goes  to  our  Bahamas 
Missions  of  Harbor  Island  and  Eleuthera 
now  staffed  by  Father  John  McGoey, 
S.F.M.,  and  Father  Craig  Strang,  S.F.M., 
respectively. 


Inverness,  N.S.,  is  the  home-town  of 
Father  James  A.  Gillis,  S.F.M.  After 
his  ordination  on  December  17,  1950, 
he  was  posted  to  the  parish  of  Monte 
Plata  in  the  Dominican  Republic.  Three 
years  of  this  Caribbean  climate  brought 
on  illness  which  forced  his  return  to 
Canada.  After  a short  stay  in  Vancou- 
ver he  replaced  Father  Joseph  Moriarty, 
S.F.M.,  who  was  sent  to  British  Guiana 
from  our  house  in  Wainwright,  Alta. 
Father  Gillis  now  joins  the  trio  leaving 
for  our  new  field  of  action  in  the  Philip- 
pines. (See  SCARBORO  MISSIONS, 
February  1955) 
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This  son  of  the  Canadian  prairie.  Father  Robert  Cranley, 
S.F.M.,  was  bom  in  Lethbridge,  Alberta,  where  he  received 
most  of  his  education.  But  before  entering  the  seminary  of 
our  Society  he  studied  two  years  at  St.  Michael’s  College, 
Toronto.  Ordained  last  December  8,  he  now  goes  to  his  first 
mission  assignment  in  the  Philippines. 
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SCARBORO 


Closest  to  the  edst  though  farthest  west,  Father  Wallace 
Chisholm,  S.F.M.,  is  now  to  turn  southwards  to  the  tropical 
country  of  British  Guiana.  He  was  born  in  Vancouver,  B.C., 
and  had  the  happiness  of  finally  being  ordained  there  last 
December  8.  The  Scarboro  Missioners  already  on  that  south- 
ern front  are  waiting  to  welcome  this  new  and  helping  hand. 
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For  nine  months  of  active  war- 
fare in  North-west  Europe  dur- 
ing his  army  career  lasting  from 
1942  to  1946,  Father  Victor 
Vachon,  S.F.M.,  must  often 
have  wondered  whether  he 
would  live  to  become  a mis- 
sionary priest.  But,  by  the 
grace  of  God,  he  came  through 
safely  and  received  the  sacra- 
ment of  Holy  Orders  on  De- 
cember 8,  1955,  at  Windsor, 
Ontario.  Now  he  enters  into 
spiritual  war  and  his  field  of 
action  will  be  in  Santo  Domingo 
where  so  many  SCARBORO 
priests  are  doing  such  wonder- 
ful work  for  God  and  souls. 
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Father  Francis  McHugh, 
S.F.M.,  one  of  last  Decembers 
ordination  class,  was  ordained 
at  Windsor,  Ont.  Born  in 
Woodslee,  Ont.,  he  received  his 
education  in  the  grade  and 
high  schools  of  that  town.  After 
his  pre-Seminary  year  at  Naza- 
reth House  in  St.  Mary’s,  Ont., 
(which  year  must  be  passed  by 
all  aspirants  to  our  Society), 
Father  McHugh  began  his 
course  at  the  Seminary  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  So- 
ciety. He  goes  to  Santo  Do- 
mingo now  to  begin  his  active 
career. 
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Continued  from  page  18 

to  savour  of  that  sweetness  with  which  the  divine  Missioner  so  understand- 
ingly  soothes  their  sorrow. 

Ten  new  soldiers  of  Christ’s  foreign  legion  have  gone  to  join  battle  with 
the  arch-enemy  of  mankind,  an  enemy  who  has  such  an  appalling  wealth 
of  experience  in  using  every  sort  of  trick  and  artifice  to  further  his  depreda- 
tions, that  mere  mortals  would  die  of  terror  if  he  were  visible  to  bodily 
eyes  — he  and  his  evil  cohorts. 

In  the  depths  of  Hell,  where  is  his  everlasting  home,  the  attack  on  these 
young  priests  has  been  planned.  His  evil  allies,  the  world  and  the  flesh, 
have  their  subversive  roles  to  play.  Even  angels  might  quail  before  so 
powerful  a foe. 

These,  our  ten,  are  men,  not  angels.  Yet  they  are  more  than  men  — 
they  are  “other  Christs”  and  ringing  in  their  ears  is  His  exultant  cry;  “Have 
courage,  I have  overcome  the  world!”  But  it  is  only  through  the  grace  of 
God  that  they  are  “other  Christs”  and  it  will  only  be  through  the  grace  of 
God  that  they  too  will  conquer. 

The  obligation,  the  duty  of  those  of  us  at  home  — clergy  and  lay  people 
alike  — is  to  pray  and  sacrifice  for  these  ten  priests  — for  all  priests  for 
that  matter  — that  they  may  have  God’s  grace  in  an  ever-increasing 
abundance.  Only  by  God’s  grace  are  they  what  they  are,  holy  men  of  God; 
only  by  God’s  grace  will  they  advance  in  sanctity  as  they  must  in  their  awe- 
some roles  as  saviours  of  men.  St.  Augustine  has  said  that  God  who  made 
us  without  ourselves  will  not  save  us  without  ourselves.  We  must  help  one 
another. 

Pray  for  your  Missionaries  and  prove  your  prayer  by  sacrifice. 


PRAYER  OF  ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER  FOR  THE 
CONVERSION  OF  INFIDELS 

“O  Eternal  God,  Creator  of  all  things,  be  mindful 
of  the  souls  of  unbelievers  created  by  Thee  and  fash- 
ioned to  Thine  image  and  likeness.  Remember  that 
Jesus,  Thy  Son,  suffered  a most  cruel  death  for  their 
salvation.  Permit  not,  I beseech  Thee,  O Lord,  that 
Thy  Son  be  any  longer  despised  by  unbelievers;  but 
appeased  by  the  prayers  of  holy  men  and  of  the  Church, 
the  Spouse  of  Thy  most  Holy  Son,  remember  Thy 
mercy,  and,  forgetting  their  idolatry  and  their  unbelief, 
bring  them  at  length  to  acknowledge  Him  Whom  Thou 
hast  sent,  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  Who  is  our  salvation, 
life  and  resurrection  through  Whom  we  are  saved  and 
set  free;  to  Whom  be  glory  throughout  infinite  ages. 
Amen.” 

(With  ecclesiastical  approbation.) 
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SCARBORO 


Fr.  Harold  Oxley  Fr.  Francis  Hawkshaw  Fr.  Thomas  O’Toole 


Willowdale,  Ont.,  has  the  distinction  of  being  the  home  town  of  Father  Harold  Oxley, 
S.F.M.  After  his  ordination  in  St.  Basil’s  Seminary,  Toronto,  he  was  appointed  to  the 
Society’s  Promotion  Department  where  he  worked  for  three  years.  He  makes  up  the 
third  member  of  SCARBORO’S  1955  contingent  to  Japan. 

Toronto,  Ont.,  is  the  home  of  Father  Francis  Hawkshaw,  S.F.M.  His  ordination,  at 
the  hands  of  our  own  Bishop  Turner,  S.F.M.,  D.D.,  completed  Father  Frank’s  long 
years  of  study  and  preparation  necessary  to  become  a member  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  Now  he  goes  to  Japan  and  his  work  among  the  people  of  that 
wonderful  country. 

Father  Thomas  O’Toole,  S.F.M.,  also  a native  of  Toronto,  progressed  in  his  studies 
through  lower  school  to  St.  Michael’s  College  where  he  graduated  in  1946.  He  also 
received  ordination  from  Bishop  Turner  and  now  goes  to  Japan  with  Father  Hawkshaw 
and  Father  Oxley. 
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I 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Now  that  the  tiresome  holidays  are  . . . What’s  that?  They  weren't  !j 
tiresome?  Now,  quit  your  fooling;  I know  you  can  hardly  wait  to  get  [I 
back  to  school  and  see  many  of  your  old  friends  and  talk  about  the  good 
times  you  had  this  Summer! 

May  I tell  you  something  that’s  been  on  my  mind  a long  time?  Yes? 
Well,  then,  what  about  helping  me  and  our  other  priests  in  the  hard  work 
of  converting  the  pagans?  No,  I’m  not  going  to  ask  you  for  money.  Giving 
money  isn’t  so  terribly  difficult.  All  of  you  have  been  doing  that  right 
along  and  God  bless  you  for  it.  But  I am  thinking  of  something  that  will 
help  you  and  us  at  the  same  time! 

I want  one  big  sacrifice  from  every  boy  and  girl.  It  is  this:  no  radio 
during  study-time  at  home  — ever!  That  goes  for  television,  too.  Work 
out  a plan  with  your  father  and  mother  and  the  rest  of  the  family.  It  will 
be  a sacrifice,  bigger  for  some  than  others,  but  one  that  will  help  train 
your  will  so  that  God  can  do  something  with  it. 

You  high-school  boys  and  girls  — this  applies  more  especially  to  you. 
You  have  to  show  the  younger  fry  good  example  — that  is,  of  course  — if  j 
you  really  love  them  more  than  yourselves.  Do  you? 

Training  to  be  an  athlete;  practising  to  be  a pianist;  washing  the 
dishes;  getting  up  promptly  in  the  morning;  these  and  many  other  adven- 
tures are  tiresome  in  the  beginning , but  there  is  a wonderful  satisfaction  { 
waiting  for  you  just  around  the  corner,  the  satisfaction  of  being  able  to 
tell  yourself  to  do  something  and  having  your  rebellious  little  self  doing  I 
it!  Think  it  over. 

Father  Jim. 

SCARBORO 
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CHAPTER  3 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  Patricia  McDonough 

The  days  in  China  went  by  swiftly  for  young  Prince  Joseph.  He  was 
kept  so  busy  by  the  inquiries  of  the  people  about  the  wonderful  truth  in 
the  great  Book,  he  didn't  have  much  time  to  himself.  The  people  came 
from  near  and  far  to  hear  the  words  of  wisdom  pour  forth  from  his  mouth. 
Some  of  them  came  only  to  look  at  the  strange  glow  of  light  that  sur- 
rounded his  head.  After  they  had  left  him,  they  were  most  impressed  to 
think  they  had  such  a rarity  for  a prince.  They  were  privileged  indeed. 

But,  Prince  Joseph’s  father,  the  Emperor  of  Kabu,  was  very  angry.  He 
wanted  his  son  to  settle  down  and  study  the  old  laws  of  his  ancestors.  He 
rushed  to  the  Empress  one  day,  in  a great  flurry. 

“I  won’t  stand  for  it  anymore!”  he  screamed.  “He  is  now  sixteen.  At 
sixteen,  a prince  should  be  ruling  his  people  and  looking  after  them.” 
“Oh,  dear,”  said  the  Empress,  “please  lower  your  voice  when  you  speak 
to  me.  It’s  so  loud  when  you’re  angry,  that  I can’t  hear  what  you’re  saying. 
Now  don’t  get  all  excited.  He’s  only  a boy;  let  him  enjoy  himself  if  he 
wants  to.  The  people  love  him  for  the  comfort  he  brings  through  his 
kindness.  And  think  of  all  the  wonderful  presents  we  receive  from  them. 
Why,  we  won’t  even  have  to  tax  them  this  year.” 

“Whoever  heard  of  ruling  a country  by  kindness?”  boomed  the 
Emperor.  “Look  at  him  running  across  the  fields  and  hiding  from  all  the 
people  waiting  to  see  him.  He  doesn’t  have  to  look  after  them.” 

“My  dear  exalted  Emperor,  you  are  such  an  angry  man.  Your  son  has 
to  be  alone  so  he  can  make  up  pretty  things  to  say  to  the  people.  Now, 
come  away,  and  don’t  think  about  it  anymore.  He  will  grow  out  of  it.” 
Prince  Joseph  was  never  to  grow  out  of  this  habit.  He  kept  running 
away  from  the  crowds  in  order  to  ponder  the  mysteries  of  the  great  Book. 
No  one  knew  where  he  went  or  what  he  did.  However,  a few  of  the 
townspeople  were  anxious  to  find  out. 

One  of  the  curious  persons  was  old  Nos,  a worker  in  the  palace.  He 
disguised  himself  as  a peasant  and  started  out  across  the  fields  after  the 
Prince.  He  soon  came  to  a small  alcove,  into  which  he  saw  the  Prince 
disappear.  As  Nos  crept  closer,  he  heard  the  sound  of  two  distinct  voices. 
To  whom  could  the  Prince  be  talking?  Nos  quickly  ran  to  the  spot.  To 
his  amazement,  he  saw  no  one  except  Prince  Joseph. 

He  was  kneeling  on  the  ground,  and  his  eyes  were  raised  to  heaven. 
The  light  over  the  Prince’s  head  had  become  brighter  than  the  sun.  It 
seemed  to  Nos  to  be  very  much  like  a beautiful  white  dove.  Then,  the 
strange  voice  spoke  again: 
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“Baptize  your  people  and  open  to  them  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven/’ 

When  the  voice  had  stopped,  the  bright  light  grew  dim  again. 

“Good  heavens!’’  thought  Nos  to  himself.  “The  young  Prince  is 
going  to  open  another  kingdom.  I must  rush  to  the  Emperor,  and  tell  him 
of  this  treason  within  his  own  state.  I wonder  how  Prince  Joseph  makes 
that  strange  light?  Maybe  that’s  how  he  warns  his  army  to  prepare  for  an 
attack.”  On  the  way  Nos  was  bothered  by  these  and  many  other  thoughts. 

The  Emperor  flew  into  another  rage  when  he  heard  the  news. 

“This  is  too  much!  I think  I’m  going  to  have  an  attack  of  morse.” 

“Morse?”  questioned  the  doctors.  “What  is  this  strange  disease, 
‘morse’,  that  our  wise  Highness  is  about  to  have  an  attack  of?” 

“Don’t  worry  about  our  Highness,”  said  the  Empress,  “I  think  he 
means  ‘remorse’,  not  ‘morse’.  He  feels  remorse  at  ever  having  had  such  a 
glorious  son.”  And  just  then,  the  glorious  son  appeared. 

“Get  out  of  here,  you  traitor!”  shouted  the  Emperor.  “Nos  told  me  all 
about  you.” 

“I  have  come  to  baptize  you,  father,  and  open  for  you  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven.” 

“You  what?  — What  is  this  ‘baptize’?” 

“To  baptize  is  to  wash  your  soul  of  its  original  sin  in  the  water  of  the 
Holy  Spirit;  then  you  may  enter  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.  Your  mind  will 
be  cleansed  of  its  ignorance,  and  your  will  strengthened.” 

“Why,  — good  heavens,  — I didn’t  know  you  were  going  to  open 
another  kingdom  for  me.”  The  Emperor  was  more  than  surprised.  “I 
thought  you  were  going  to  open  it  for  yourself  only.  Nos  gave  me  to 
understand  that  ...” 

“Yes,  I know,  father,  I saw  Nos  running  back  to  the  village  in  great 
haste.  But  that  is  forgotten.  Now,  kneel  down  before  this  Cross  I made 
from  the  teak  wood  tree.  I shall  wash  you  and  mother,  and  Nos  in  the 
water  of  the  Holy  Spirit.” 

Nos  slunk  out  of  his  corner  for  the  ceremony.  All  three  knelt  while 
they  were  baptized. 

A great  veil  was  lifted  from  their  souls  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives. 
The  Emperor’s  hot  temper  subsided  since  he  no  longer  thought  of  king- 
doms, rulers,  and  treasures.  The  Empress  forgot  the  vanity  of  her  court; 
and,  poor  old  Nos  had  a very  severe  attack  of  remorse  for  his  greedy 
curiosity.  Now  all  three  thought  only  of  the  Cross  that  was  before  them. 

After  Prince  Joseph  was  baptized  by  his  father,  he  turned  to  Nos  who 
had  hung  his  head  in  shame. 

“Come,  Nos,”  he  said,  “I  want  you  to  help  me  baptize  the  towns- 
people. You  will  spy  on  the  ones  I miss.  Come  now,  we  have  a lot  of 
work  to  do.” 

And  so  it  came  to  pass,  that  the  people  of  Kabu  in  China  were  baptized 
by  Joseph,  their  Prince. 
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ONTARIO: 

St.  Marys’,  Almonte 
Alexander  School,  Alexandria 
O.  L.  Sorrowws,  Aylmer 
SSS9  Wellesley,  Bamberg 
Holy  Rosary,  Belleville 
Holy  Rosary,  Blezard  Valley 
St.  Joseph’s,  Blind  River 
Cathtolic  High,  Brantford 
St.  Mary’s,  Brantford 
R.  C.  School,  Calvin 
St.  James’,  Colgan 
High  School,  Combermere 
O.  L.  Mercy,  Coniston 
St.  Columban’s,  Girls,  Cornwall 
Deloro  Separate  School 
Dornoch  Separate  School 
St.  Augustine’s,  Dundas 
Hilliard  School  No.  1, 

Earlton 

St.  Mary’s,  Fort  Francis 
St.  Stanislaus,  Fort  William 
St.  Peter’s,  Goderich 
St.  Mary’s,  Grafton 
Guelph: 

Notre  Dame  School 
St.  Stanislaus 
Sacred  Heart 
Hamilton: 

Basilica  School 
Canadian  Martyrs 
Cathedral  High  School 
St.  Joseph’s 
St.  Anthony’s,  Harrow 
St.  Theresa’s,  Hastings 
Hearst: 

St.  Louis 
St.  Therese 

Cathedral  School,  Kingston 
St.  Joseph’s,  Killarney 
St.  Mary’s,  La  Salette 
London: 

Brescia  Hall 

St.  Angela’s  Academy 

St.  Mary’s 

St.  Joseph’s 

St.  Martin’s 

St.  Pius  X 

Marmora  Separate  School 
St.  Mary’s,  Massey 
St.  Theresa’s,  Minnow  Lake 
Niagara  Falls: 

St.  Patrick’s  Sunday  School 
Loretto  Academy 
St.  Patrick’s 
North  Bay: 

St.  Hubert’s 
St.  Mary’s 

Regina  Regional  School 
St.  Joseph’s  College 
St.  Rita’s 

Holy  Cross,  Oshawa 
St.  Mary’s,  Oakville 
Ottawa: 

St.  Anthony’s 
St.  George’s 
St.  Joseph’s  Inter. 

St.  Mary’s,  Owen  Sound 
Pembroke: 

Christian  Brothers  High 
School 

St.  Columba’s 
St.  John’s,  Perth 
St.  Andrew’s,  Port  Arthur 
St.  Clement’s,  Preston 


Riverside: 

St.  Rose 
St.  Thomas 
St.  Peter’s 
St.  Catharines: 

Christ  the  King 
St.  Catherine’s 
St.  Therese,  Sandwich  E. 

St.  Joseph’s,  Sarnia 
Sault  Ste.  Marie: 

Sacred  Heart 
St.  James 
St.  Mary’s 

Holy  Angel’s,  Schreiber 
St.  Mary’s  Simcoe 
St.  Francis,  Smiths  Falls 
St.  Mary’s,  So.  Gloucester 
Sudbury: 

St.  Aloysius 
St.  David’s 

St.  Paul’s,  Minnow  Lake 
Don  Bosco  Academy,  Timmins 
Toronto: 

De  La  Salle  Int.  School 
Good  Shepherd  Con. 

Holy  Family 

Holy  Name 

Loretto  Abbey 

Loretto  College  School 

Notre  Dame  High 

O.  L.  Fatima 

O.  L.  Lourdes 

O.  L.  Perpetual  Help 

Sacred  Heart  Vilage 

St.  Ansem’s 

St.  Anthony’s 

St.  Basil’s 

St.  Cecilia’s 

St.  Clare’s 

St.  Edwad’s,  Willowdale 

St.  Francis 

St.  Helen’s  Girls 

St.  John’s,  Weston 

St.  Joseph’s 

St.  Joseph’s  Int.  Com. 

St.  Leo’s,  Mimico 
St.  Martin’s 
St.  Margaret’s 
St.  Mary’s  Girls 
St.  Peter’s 
St.  Philip’s 
St.  Rita’s 

St.  Theresa’s  Shrine 
St.  Theresa’s,  New  Toronto 
St.  Elizabeth,  Wainfleet 
Waterloo: 

St.  Louis 
St.  Michael’s 
Welland: 

Carmelite  Sisters 
Catechism  Cl. 

Notre  Dame 
Windsor: 

St.  Jules 

St.  Mary’s,  Woodstock 

MANITOBA 

Neepawa  Catechism  Cl. 

St.  Boniface  School 

ALBERTA: 

St.  John’s,  Calgary 
Edmonton: 

St.  John’s 

CCSMC  St.  Jo’s  Seminary 
St.  Michael’s 


Red  Deer: 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent 
Sacred  Heart  School 
Wainwright  Separate  School 
St.  Albert  School 
Holy  Name  Rel.,  Vermilion 
Dr.  Swift  School, 

Lac  La  Biche 
SASK: 

Claybank  School 
Weissenberg  School,  Lemberg 
Sacred  Heart,  Marquis 
St.  John  Neppo,  Salt  Lake 
Loretto  Con.,  Sedley 
Loyola  SD1910,  Sinnett 
BRITISH  COLUMBIA: 

St.  Louis  Col.,  Victoria 
St.  Mary’s,  Ladysmith 
QUEBEC: 

St.  Joseph’s,  Croyden, 

Chambly 

St.  Alphonsus,  Chapeau 
Montreal: 

St.  Ann’s 
Catholic  High 
Queen  of  Angels  Academy 
Thomas  d’Arcy  McGee  High 
Leonard  School,  Quebec 
PRINCE  EDWARD  ISLAND: 
St.  Dunstan’s  College, 
Charlottetown 

Marina  Academy,  Miscouche 
Peterville  School 
St.  Mary’s,  Souris 
Tignish  School 
Tracadie  Cross  School 
NEW  BRUNSWICK: 

St.  Michael’s,  Chatham 
O.  L.  of  Sacred  Heart, 
Dalhousie 

Holy  Trinity,  St.  John 
NOVA  SCOTIA 
E.  H.  Horne  School,  Enfield 
St.  Anne’s,  Glace  Bay 
Halifax: 

St.  Agnes’ 

St.  Francis’ 

St.  Joseph’s 
St.  Mary’s  Girls 
St.  John’s,  New  Aberdeen 
St.  John’s,  New  Glasgow 
St.  Agnes  High, 

New  Waterford 
St.  Therese,  Pt.  Hawkesbury 
St.  Peter’s,  Pt.  Hood 
St.  Joseph’s,  Reserve 
St.  Ninian  School 
Holy  Angels  Alumnae,  Sydney 
Mt.  St.  Josepr,  N.  Sydney 
St.  Joseph’s  High,  N.  Sydney 
Wedgeport  East  School 
W.  l’Ardoise  School 
NEWFOUNDLAND: 

Holy  Cross,  Biscay  Bay 
Boyd’s  Cove  School  N.  D.  Bay 
St.  Margaret’s,  Calvert  N. 
Collier’s  Ridge  School,  C.B. 
Croque  School,  W.B. 
Coachman’s  Cove  School,  W.B. 
Sacred  Heart,  Cape  Broyle 
Colinet  School 
St.  Patrick’s,  Crouse,  Conche 
Immaculate  Conception, 

Deer  Lake 
Glenwood  School 
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by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 


E T CETERA 


H Early  in  May  I certainly  was  deeply  impressed  by  attending  the  final  act  in  the 
Religious  Vocation  Exhibition  staged  by  the  Diocese  of  Hamilton,  Ontario.  It  was 
wonderful  to  see  more  than  one  thousand  altar-boys  in  procession  entering  the  mag- 
nificent Basilica  of  Christ  the  King  and  filling  it  from  sanctuary  rail  to  the  last  pew. 
From  all  over  the  Diocese  they  came,  with  their  priests,  and  as  I watched  them  file 
into  the  Basilica,  in  pairs,  the  thought  struck  me  that  I hardly  ever  before  was 
conscious  of  how  many  altar-boys  there  must  be  in  the  world  when  one  Ontario 
Diocese  could  muster  so  many  on  this  special  occasion.  And  I knew  that  not  ALL 
the  Hamilton  Diocese  altar-boys  were  there  that  night.  Because  of  distance,  and 
other  factors,  some  parishes  sent  only  a representative  group.  It  was  a glorious  sight 
to  see  the  selected  group  kneel  at  the  altar  railing  and  pronounce  their  promise  of 
consecration  as  “Knights  of  the  Altar”  and  then  go  before  their  Bishop  and  have  him 
clothe  each  one  with  the  surplice.  It  must  have  been  a thrill  for  every  one  of  those 
fine  looking  lads  to  be  part  of  that  gathering. 

^ ^ ^ 

| It  was  a smart  idea  for  the  Religious  Vocation  Exhibition  Committee  to  bring  the 
altar-boys  together  like  that.  All  of  them  had  a chance  to  view  the  more  than  40 
Exhibits  erected  and  staffed  by  members  of  the  Diocesan  Priesthood  and  Religious 
Orders  of  men  and  women  from  the  United  States  and  Canada.  An  abundance  of 
pictorial  and  reading  matter  had  been  distributed  during  the  five  days  of  the  Exhibi- 
tion. Certainly  the  youth  of  the  Diocese  had  brought  home  to  them  in  a vivid  manner 
the  work  of  the  Church  in  many  lands,  and  “Vocation”  became  a very  live  subject. 
I have  heard  of  some  Canadian  Dioceses  where  the  Bishops  have  arranged  for  large 
groups  of  altar-boys  to  be  present  at  the  Diocesan  Ordinations.  Nothing  could  be 
better  calculated  to  impress  on  youthful  minds  the  meaning  of  “Vocation”  than  to 
see  the  beautiful  ceremony  during  which  the  “seal  of  final  approval”  is  given  to  a 
Vocation  by  priestly  Ordination. 

* * * 

■ It  is  possible  that  in  the  mind  of  each  boy  as  he  begins  his  service  of  the  altar, 
generally  when  quite  young,  there  comes  the  thought  that  some  day  he  will  graduate 
from  serving  Mass  to  saying  Mass.  Published  statistics,  gathered  from  surveys,  tell  us 
that  as  high  as  seventy  per  cent  of  seminarians  had  been  altar-boys  before  entering 
the  seminary.  To  the  young  altar-boys  who  may  read  these  words  I give  the  sug- 
gestion that  they  often  think  of  the  great  dignity  that  CAN  be  theirs  if  they  are 
faithful  to  their  privilege  of  serving  at  the  altar  and  that  they  pray  daily  that  the  One 
they  serve  may  call  them  to  keep  on  serving  Him  all  their  lives — at  the  altar.  Within 
the  next  few  days  (during  September)  all  over  Canada  there  will  be  altar-boys  entering 
seminaries  for  the  first  time.  May  there  come  a September  when  YOU  will  be  doing 
the  same  thing.  Think  it  over — and  pray  for  it. 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


PILGRIMAGE  TO  FATIMA 
(IN  COLOR) 

A half-hour  visit  to  this  famous  spot 
in  Portugal.  Narrated  by  Bob  Con- 
sidine  and  Claire  Boothe  Luce. 
Outstanding  movie  fare.  Running 
time:  30  minutes;  rental  $10.00  per 
each  showing. 


"THE  SECRET  CONCLAVE" 

( 1 6mm ) 

English  Dialogue  Length:  60  minutes 

"THE  GIRL  FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

English  titles:  Italian  dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes  (16mm) 

"NEVER  TAKE  NO  FOR 
AN  ANSWER" 

( 1 6 and  35mm) 

In  English  Length:  90  minutes 


For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

REV.  ROLAND  ROBERTS,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  WAInut  1-0013 


Stamps 


BUSINESS  FIRMS  • INSTITUTIONS  • RESIDENCES 
Save  your  used  stamps  and  send  them  to  us.  They  are  a ready  source  of 
revenue,  but  we  need  thousands. 

Send  to:  SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


When  we  turn  your  gold  to  silver  we  can  send  Scarboro  Missionaries 
urgently  needed  help.  Old  gold  rings,  watch  fobs  and  watches,  dental 
fillings  — anything  with  gold  in  it  — send  along  today  to  Scarboro  Missions, 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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HELLO  THERE! 


“Not  all  haste  is  the  daughter 
of  imprudence,  nor  all  delay 
that  of  timidity,”  says  a 
Spanish  proverb,  but  p-l-e-a-s-e 
keep  your  subscription  paid  up- 
to-date.  Remember  that  YOUR 
friendly  interest  means  more 
souls  helped  on  towards  a 
happy  Heaven. 


Monsignor  Fraser,  our  founder,  still  labouring  in  Japan. 


"T&deft  *f¥cLKct&  s4%e  Stilled 

others  must  take  up  the  burden  and  carry  on  till  all  men  come  to  know 
and  love  God.”  This  glorious  work  of  saving  souls  is  one  to  which  Mon- 
signor Fraser  has  given  his  fruitful  life. 

^et  &at&<xtic  (panada  Stand  fo  'ZSmvi  ‘tlfCnt  f 

And  may  Catholic  Canadians  build  him  the  seminary  that  will  bring  him 
serene  joy  in  the  evening  of  his  life.  Monsignor’s  heroic  example  is  moving 
young  men  to  come  after  him.  Won’t  you  help  house  them  without 
counting  the  cost?  Send  the  expression  of  your  sacrifice  today  to: 
Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


missions  October, 


Toronto,  Ont. 


ROSARY  TIME  IN  JAPAN 


SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 

PILGRIMAGE  TO  FATIMA 
(IN  COLOR) 

A half-hour  visit  to  this  famous  spot 
in  Portugal.  Narrated  by  Bob  Con- 
sidine  and  Claire  Boothe  Luce. 

Outstanding  movie  fare.  Running 
time:  30  minutes;  rental  $10.00  per 
each  showing. 

For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

REV.  ROLAND  ROBERTS,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  WAInut  1-0013 


Send  Old  Stamps 

BUSINESS  FIRMS  • INSTITUTIONS  • RESIDENCES 
Save  your  used  stamps  and  send  them  to  us.  They  are  a ready  source  of 
revenue,  but  we  need  thousands. 

Send  to:  SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


"THE  SECRET  CONCLAVE" 

( 1 6mm ) 

English  Dialogue  Length:  60  minutes 

"THE  GIRL  FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

English  titles:  Italian  dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes  (16mm) 

"NEVER  TAKE  NO  FOR 
AN  ANSWER" 

( 16  and  35mm) 

In  English  Length:  90  minutes 


When  we  turn  your  gold  to  silver  we  can  send  Scarboro  Missionaries 
urgently  needed  help.  Old  gold  rings,  watch  fobs  and  watches,  dental 
fillings  — anything  with  gold  in  it  — send  along  today  to  Scarboro  Missions, 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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EDITORIAL 


“The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . . . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest  if 
it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


Stop  Slaying  The  Slain 

During  the  past  summer  an  assignment  was  given  me  in  the  United 
States.  It  consisted  in  helping  out  at  a parish  in  New  York  State  and 
getting  further  tutoring  in  the  art  of  magazine  publishing. 

I read  American  newspapers,  listened  via  radio  and  television  to  force- 
ful talkers.  There  is  no  doubt  as  to  the  implacable  and  ghastly  war  that 
is  being  waged  for  the  mind  and  soul  of  America,  a war  which  is  being  * 
fought  by  Communism,  using  every  sort  of  dishonorable  tactic  that  mili- 
tant atheism  (its  proper  name)  can  call  into  play.  Nothing  is  too 
immoral  — provided  its  use  can  further  the  “cause.” 

In  spite  of  all  the  lecturers  and  writers  inveighing  against  its  evilness, 
Communism  is  still  on  the  march.  (Canadians  are  fools  if  they  dismiss 
American  alarm  over  the  situation  as  “hysteria”!*  Should  they  do  so,  they 
are  certainly  playing  into  the  hands  of  our  common  enemy.)  The  trouble 
is  not  a lack  of  talking  about  Communism’s  aims  and  exploits  for  our 
downfall;  the  trouble  is  in  the  lack  of  doing  something  effectual  to  stop 
and  destroy  it.  We  are  simply  slaying  the  slain. 

Judgment  will  fall  uncommonly  hard  on  Catholics  for  their  remissness 
in  the  fight  against  this  evil.  At  Fatima  our  Lady  gave  clear  and  concise 
instructions  as  to  how  we  should  do  battle.  One  weapon  which  use  she 
urged  on  us  is  the  Rosary.  If  we  do  not  pray  it  every  day,  then  we  must 
admit  we  are  we  are  not  alertly  concerned  with  the  winning  of  the  fight 
and  the  restoring  of  peace. 

Let’s  stop  slaying  the  slain  and  “slay”  ourselves.  Remember  it  was  i 
Christ  who  said:  “He  that  shall  lose  his  life,  shall  save  it.”  Get  into  the 
fight  by  prayer  and  penance,  and  especially  during  this  month,  by  daily  j 
praying  the  Rosary.  Form  this  habit  now! 


* “Communism  and  the  Times,”  an  excellent  expose  of  this  Communist  tactic  can  be  procured 
through  SCARBORO  MISSIONS.  Price  15c  per  copy;  100  to  500  copies,  10c  each.  (Unused 
postage  stamps  accepted.) 
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Lest  We  Forget  Series 


Go  ’Way  and  Die,  Old  Women! 


Don’t  bother  us.  Canada  is  going  to  do  the  sensible  thing  about  your 
homeland.  If  it  is  to  our  advantage  we  will  recognize  your  Red  masters 
and  their  blood-drenched  ‘government’.  But,  let  me  hasten  to  add,  this 
doesn’t  mean  we  approve  of  their  barbarities.  That’s  what  our  Honourable 
Mr.  Pearson  says.  Just  because  you’re  too  old  and  muddle-headed  to 
understand  these  fine  distinctions  don’t  go  moaning  Canada  has  let  you 
down!  Yes,  I know;  recognition  will  give  your  tyrants  big  ‘face’,  but 
please,  as  you  die,  remember  it  is  our  advantage  we  are  thinking  of. 

Just  because  millions  like  you  have  been  ‘liquidated’  — and  millions 
more  will  be  — are  you  going  to  start  making  a fuss  about  our  moral  obli- 
gation as  human  beings  to  liberate  you  from  the  hell  of  Red  slavery?  I 
hope  not!  What  will  Honourable  Mr.  Pearson  think  of  you  if  he  finds  out 
you  still  cling  to  such  an  out-of-date  code  of  decency?  So,  go  away  and 
die,  old  women;  commit  suicide;  do  something,  do  anything!  But  stop 
impeding  our  noble  attempts  to  make  this  a bright,  freedom-filled  world! 
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FATHER  MCCARTHY’) 


Father  Jack  McCarthy  is  working  hard  to  teach  the  boys  of  Azua,  Santo 
Domingo,  some  of  the  practical  trades.  Wisely,  he  is  making  them  help  j 
themselves,  even  to  putting  up  their  own  work-shop.  (See  pp.  8-9)  “Rome 
wasn’t  built  in  a day,”  says  Fr.  Jack,  “and  this  endeavour  will  take  some 
time  too!”  Let’s  pray  and  help  him  to  success. 


The  hope  of  a native  clergy  in  Dominican  Republic. 
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JOYS 


PRAY 


Fr.  McCarthy  is  proud  of  them ! 


FOR 


Smiles  to  make  us  happy! 


VOCATIONS 
FOR  THE 

MISSION 

FIELDS 

NEAR  AND  FAR 
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“If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn” 


— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 


YS/7T  have  been  literally  swamped*  with  mail  since  the  Crow’s  Nest 
^ article  (Scarboro  Missions,  May,  1955)  on  the  betrayal  of  America. 
Most  of  the  letters  express  grave  concern,  some  of  them  utter  dismay.  A 
few  of  our  readers  “simply  tannot  believe  that  there  are  in  the  American 
government  individuals  who  would  sell  us  out  to  Russia.”  Many  want  to 
know  if  there  is  anything  we  can  do,  those  of  us  who  are  not  prepared  to 
stand  idly  by  while  America  goes  down.” 

The  purpose  of  this  follow-up  article  on  the  same  subject  is  (1)  To  con- 
vince the  unbelievers  that  the  process  of  betrayal  still  goes  on  unabated. 
(2)  To  show  just  what  we  can  do  about  it. 


Senator  Jenner's  Speech 

We  quote  from  a recent  brilliant  speech  of  Senator  William  E.  Jenner, 
entitled  “The  ‘Dual  Government’  of  the  United  States”:  “Why”  he  asks, 
“am  I so  certain  that  the  wishes  of  the  American  President,  the  American 
Congress  and  the  American  people  may  be  flouted?  The  reason  is  — briefly 
— that  we  have  two  lines  of  authority  in  foreign  policy-making.  One  is  the 
line  of  responsibility  laid  down  in  our  Constitution.  The  other  is  a net- 
work whose  members  deliberately  disregard  our  Constitution,  our  Presi- 
dent, our  Congress  and  act  as  a law  unto  themselves.  The  sad  fact  is  that 
no  public  document , no  formal  commitment,  no  legal  mandate  can  deter- 
mine American  policy  . . . We  have  seen  again  and  again  in  the  last  two 
decades  that  the  foreign  policy  put  forward  in  our  public  statements  is  not 
the  policy  carried  out  by  our  government.  This  conflict  between  the  two 
heads  of  our  government  will  not  end  until  one  or  the  other  is  wholly 
defeated,  uprooted  and  destroyed 

One  or  the  other!  Which  one?  Unless  there  be  a drastic  and  belated 
and  — we  may  as  well  face  it  — unexpected  housecleaning  it  looks  as  if  it 
will  be  Constitutional  government  and  the  Constitution  itself  that  will  be 
uprooted  and  destroyed. 


* 60,000  reprints  made  by  Brooklyn  Tablet,  Brooklyn,  N.Y. 
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Classic  Example  . . . China 

In  the  light  of  the  disclosures  by  a responsible  United  States  Senator,  the 
vagaries  and  vacillations  of  American  so-called  “policy”  DO  make  sense. 
They  are  not  the  result  of  stupidity  or  incompetence.  They  are  part  and 
parcel  of  a cleverly  master-minded  plot  to  destroy  us.  The  betrayal  of  the 
Nationalist  government  of  China  is  a classic  example  of  proclaiming  one 
policy  and  following  another.  It  was  perpetrated  through  the  machina- 
tions of  the  all-powerful  subversive  wing,  to  which  apparently  even  the 
President  and  the  Congress  must  defer.  Couched  in  non-diplomatic  par- 
lance the  China  deal  might  be  designated  as  “ O peration-Stab-in-the-Back.” 
We  quote  from  John  T.  Flynn's  March  27th  broadcast  over  the  Mutual 
System:  “Now  let  me  make  plain  the  appalling  tragedy  of  all  this  to  you. 
Stalin  sent  his  armies  into  the  war  against  Japan  five  days  before  Japan 
surrendered.  When  Japan  surrendered  and  evacuated  China  Chiang  Kai 
Shek  and  his  republican  armies  were  in  possession  of  China.  Now,  instead 
of  the  Japanese  armies,  they  faced  the  armies  of  Joe  Stalin,  armed  by  the 
American  government.  Stalin  now  made  war  on  the  Chinese  Republican 
armies  and  ultimately  drove  them  out  of  China  into  Formosa.  And  this 
he  did  with  arms,  planes  and  tanks  for  a million  and  a half  Russian 
soldiers,  supplied  by  the  United  States  . . .” 

“When  the  fate  of  Chiang  Kai  Shek’s  Republican  army  hung  in  the 
balance  in  China,  the  pro-Soviet  gang  in  the  American  State  Department 
held  a conference  and  it  was  at  this  conference  that  the  decision  was  made 
to  disarm  Chiang  Kai  Shek.  That  decision  was  carried  out.  I ask  you  to 
consider  the  perfidy  of  this.  The  Communist  armies  in  China,  armed  by 
Russia  with  weapons  which  Roosevelt  gave  to  Stalin,  faced  the  Chinese 
Republican  armies  as  this  meeting  was  being  held  in  the  State  Department. 
Not  only  did  they  decide  to  disarm  Chiang  Kai  Shek  but  the  State  Depart- 
ment sent  urgent  instructions  to  American  ships  on  the  high  seas  carrying 
arms  to  Chiang  not  to  deliver  them.” 

We  quote  from  a letter  to  Senator  McCarthy  by  Chief  Counsel  F.  D. 
Flanagan  of  the  United  States  Senate  Expenditures  Committee  concerning 
the  destruction  of  U.S.  ammunition  from  surplus  supplies.  “The  Army 
has  stated  that  approximately  120,000  short  tons  of  this  ammunition,  at  an 
estimated  value  of  120  million  dollars,  was  dumped  in  the  Bay  of  Bengal 
under  the  supervision  of  the  Army.” 

Secret  Faction  . . . Powerful,  Ruthless  Group 

To  return  to  Senator  Jenner:  “The  hearings  of  the  so-called  Tydings 
Committee  disclosed  clear  evidence  that  a powerful  and  ruthless  group 
were  guiding  our  decisions  to  the  advantage  of  the  Soviet  Union  . . . 
Investigations  by  the  Senate  Internal  Security  Committee  showed  that  a 
secret  faction  in  our  government  had  worked  out  its  own  foreign  policy 
and  had,  by  infinite  skill,  patience  and  ruthlessness,  put  it  into  effect, 
regardless  of  the  legally  established  foreign  policy  set  by  Congress  and  the 
President  ...  The  secret  policy  of  the  faction  so  friendly  to  the  Soviet 
Union  has  in  almost  every  instance  been  triumphant  ...  The  conflict 
between  freedom  and  slavery  was  not  lost  in  Asia  or  Europe.  It  was  lost  in 
Washington ” 
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The  Senator  stated  that  this  same  hidden  ruthless  force  scientifically 
planned  and  co-ordinated  the  unprecedented  campaign  to  destroy  Senator 
Joseph  McCarthy;  sabotaged  our  military  efforts  and  prevented  victory  in 
Korea;  contributed  to  the  Red  victory  in  China.  He  concludes:  “We  can 
win  true  peace  for  all  the  world  if  we  will  gird  ourselves  to  defeat  the 
enemy  within.” 

Does  this  convince  the  doubting  Thomases  that  America  is  being  sold 
down  the  river?  Does  this  not  justify  the  strong  statement  made  by  Bishop 
O’Gara  in  his  interview  with  the  Catholic  Press  that  “ Somebody  is  still 
directing  the  sell-out?” 

Divine  Intervention 

If  America  is  to  be  saved  from  Communist  conquest,  if  we  are  to  be 
spared  the  fate  of  Poland  and  China  and  the  other  slave  States,  it  will  be 
only  by  the  intervention  of  God  and  that  intervention,  should  a sufficient 
number  prove  worthy  of  it,  will  come  through  His  Blessed  Mother.  As  a 
whole,  this  nation  is  not  worthy  of  it  because  this  nation  has  turned  its 
back  on  God.  The  present  stranglehold  of  Communism  upon  America 
has  been  made  possible  not  merely  by  the  machinations  of  evil  men  but 
because  of  the  Judas-like  betrayal  of  Christ  in  the  lives  of  so  many  millions 
of  American  people.  Thirty  percent  of  the  Catholics  in  the  United  States 
never  go  to  Sunday  Mass  and  I would  say  that  a much  greater  percent  of 
them  never  say  a prayer.  To  be  a Catholic  no  longer  means  to  be  funda- 
mentally different  from  the  million  or  so  pagans  in  the  country.  We  have 
been  brainwashed  and  secularized  into  acceptance  of  immodest  fashions, 
filthy  literature,  the  desecration  of  the  mutual  and  sacred  obligations  of 
married  life  and  to  such  an  extent  that  we  are  fast  losing  all  sense  of  sin. 
The  only  all-embracing  zeal  left  in  the  world  stems  from  Russia  and  is  to 
be  found  in  the  Communist  Party  and  even  when  there  is  no  serious  per- 
sonal evil  in  our  own  lives  we  have  grown  so  supine,  so  indifferent,  so 
hardened,  so  “neither  hot  nor  cold”  that  Christ  will  vomit  us  out  of  His 
mouth.  I am  firmly  convinced  that  America  is  already  being  punished  by 
God,  mildly  as  yet,  in  his  merciful  efforts  to  awaken  us  to  the  danger  of 
greater  punishment  to  come.  Floods,  droughts,  tidal  waves,  earthquakes, 
tornados,  the  like  of  which  were  never  known  before,  are  warnings  from 
Heaven.  I believe  there  will  be  more  and  greater  disasters  of  this  nature 
as  America  drifts  further  from  God. 

What  Can  We  Do? 

The  only  hope,  now,  for  deliverance  from  impending  Communist  horror 
is  that  the  spiritual  intensity  of  the  comparatively  few  faithful  souls  may 
hold  back  the  hand  of  an  angry  God  from  delivering  us  to  the  enemy.  It  is 
Sodom  and  Gomorrha  all  over  again  and  God  grant  that  the  ten  just  men, 
or  their  proportionate  equivalent,  may  be  found  in  America  before  God’s 
fatal  hour.  You  ask  what  you  can  do.  Gird  yourself  for  a fight  to  the 
death.  Place  yourself  and  your  family  under  the  mantle  of  the  Mother  of 
God.  By  refusing  no  sacrifice  necessary  to  live  truly  Christian  lives,  help 
her  in  her  effort  to  save  souls  from  Hell.  No  half-heartedness.  No  weaken- 
ing. No  compromise.  A serious  determined  effort  at  personal  sanctity  and 
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an  iron  determination  — for  it  takes  nothing  less  — that  you  will  never  let 
a single  day  go  by  without  saying  Mary’s  beloved  and  blessed  Rosary.  With 
her  now  we  stand  and  with  her  we  can  never  fall.  Permit  her,  through 
your  own  fidelity  to  her  Divine  Son,  to  manifest  herself  as  that  “army  in 
battle  array”  to  the  fiends  of  Hell  and  their  human  “satellites”  whose 
name  is  legion,  the  hierarchy  of  the  mystical  body  of  Satan.  Only  when 
we  make  an  honest  effort  to  do  as  she  asked  at  Fatima  can  we  hope  to 
stand  up  to  this  challenge  of  Antichrist  that  today  is  thrown  into  the  face 
of  the  Christian  world. 

P.S.  If  you  wish  to  keep  informed  as  to  Communist  plans  to  take  over 
Canada  we  strongly  advise  you  to  sit  down  right  now  and  subscribe 
to  Canadian  Intelligence  Service,  Flesherton,  Ontario.  Subscription 
$2.00  a year. 


P.P.S. 

WHAT  CAN  WE  DO? 

HOW  CAN  WE  DO  IT? 

READ  NOW 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE 

by  DESMOND  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 

A CLEAR,  SIMPLE  EXPLANATION  OF  FATIMA 

plus 

A MEDITATION  FOR  EACH  OF  THE  FIFTEEN  MYSTERIES 

OF  THE  ROSARY 

Price  $2.00  postpaid 
ORDER  FROM 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOD 


Two  drunks  were  driving  furiously, 
late  at  night,  along  a road  side  by  side 
with  a main  line  railroad  track.  Sud- 
denly a streamliner,  dark  except  for  the 
locomotive,  flashed  by  them,  going  in 
the  opposite  direction. 

“Say,”  said  one  of  the  men  in  the 
car,  “did  you  see  that  little  town  we 
just  went  through?” 

“Yes,”  replied  his  companion. 

“You  know  something?  I think  that 
first  house  was  on  fire.”  — Trade  Aid 
Bulletin,  Providence  Journal  Bulletin, 
May.  * * * 

Professor  Ernest  Brennecke  of  Colum- 
bia is  credited  with  the  discovery  of  a 
sentence  that  can  be  made  to  have  eight 
different  meanings  by  placing  the  word 
“only”  in  all  possible  positions  in  the 
sentence:  “I  hit  him  in  the  eye  yester- 
day-  — Wes  Lawrence 

* * * 

An  attractive  young  woman  approach- 
ed a desk  at  the  UN  and  requested  help 
in  translating  a foreign  phrase  her  fiance 
in  Germany  had  included  in  a letter. 
The  clerk  looked  at  the  phrase,  “evol 
dna  sessik,”  studied  it  a moment,  then 
smiled  and  returned  it  with  the  sugges- 
tion: “Read  it  backwards.” 

— Warren  Hammer 
❖ ❖ * 

In  the  bright  lexicon  of  youth  there 
may  be  no  such  word  as  “fail,”  but  he 
soon  learns  a lot  of  dandy  synonyms. 

— Nuggets,  Barnes-Ross  Co. 

* * * 

A quick  thinking  employee  came  up 
with  a new  one  when  his  foreman  de- 
manded, “How  come  you’re  sleeping  on 
the  job?” 

“Goodness,”  replied  the  employee, 
“can’t  a man  close  his  eyes  for  a minute 
of  prayer?” 

— McCall  Spirit,  McCall  Corp’n. 


The  agent  handed  over  the  completed 
fire  insurance  policy  to  his  new  client, 
shook  hands  and  prepared  to  depart. 
“Just  a minute,”  said  the  client  musingly. 
“What  would  I get  if  this  building  should 
burn  down  tonight?” 

The  agent  shot  him  an  appraising 
glance.  “Oh,”  he  replied,  “I  would  say 
about  10  years.” 

* * * 

Mrs.  Robinson  at  last  grew  tired  of 

watching  her  young  son  wander  aim- 
lessly around  the  apartment.  “George,” 
she  said  sharply,  “whatever  are  you 
looking  for?” 

“Oh,  nothing,”  replied  George. 

“Well,”  said  Mrs.  Robinson,  “you’ll 
find  it  in  that  box  where  the  candy 
was.” 

* * * 

This  conversation  is  reported  to  have 

taken  place  recently  in  the  South  Sea 
Islands: 

A native  child  pointed  towards  an  air- 
liner passing  overhead  and  asked  his 
mother,  “What’s  that?” 

“That,”  the  cannibalistic  lady  an- 
swered, “is  something  like  a lobster;  you 
only  eat  what  is  inside.” 

— Tit-Bits,  London 
* * * 

Children  seldom  let  grass  grow  under 
their  feet  unless  they’re  told  to  mow  it. 

— Vesta  M.  Kelly 

* * * 

At  the  supper  table  one  night  on  the 

farm,  the  hired  man  was  telling  about  a 

breeder  who  was  developing  a strain  of 
sheep  for  speed.  “He  tells  me,”  the 
hired  man  said,  “that  he’s  got  lambs  now 
that  can  run  40  miles  an  hour.” 

“But  why  does  he  want  lambs  that 
can  run  40  miles  an  hour?”  asked  the 
bright  young  girl. 

“To  keep  up  with  Mary.” 

— Santa  Fe  Mag,  Santa  Fe  Ry. 
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SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF  REMEMBRANCE 

Let  each  priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel 
on  this  the  day  of  remember  especially  . . . . 

# # # # 

Each  morning  as  our  priests  go  to  the  Altar  to  offer  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
of  the  Mass  they  will  stop  and  read  the  names  on  the  sheet  exposed  for 
that  day.  They  will  remember  in  a particular  and  lasting  manner  those 
in  whose  memory  a definite  sum  has  been  contributed  to  the  Building 
Fund  for  Scarboro’s  New  Seminary,  and  they  will  be  remembered  year 
after  year. 

A sheet  is  reserved  by  the  contribution  of  one  thousand  ($1,000.00) 
dollars  towards  Scarboro’s  New  Seminary  Building  Fund. 

For  the  complete  details,  let  us  send  you  our  Brochure  on  the  matter. 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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Out  of  Seattle  the  S.S.  India 
Mail  nosed  her  way  into  the 
Pacific  for  her  journey  to  far-away 
places  and  at  one  of  them  she 
would  leave  us — two  of  Scarboro’s 
pioneers  to  the  Philippines. 

What’s  there  to  see  at  sea?  The 
broad  expanse  of  water  below 
whose  shimmering  surface  live 
millions  of  God’s  unseen  creatures; 
the  sky  with  its  restless  denizens, 
the  gooney  birds.  Master  gliders 
they  are,  with  an  uncanny  agility 
by  which  they  can  rise  and  fall 
with  the  waves  and  yet  remain 
only  inches  from  the  surface  of  the 
water.  If  they  happen  to  land  on 
the  deck  of  a ship,  they  can  take 
off  again  simply  by  jumping  over 
the  side.  To  rise  from  the  water 
they  slide  down  the  side  of  a wave, 
and  with  the  momentum  of  this 
roller-coaster  action,  they  become 
airborne . They  do  not  cry  while 
in  the  air,  but  make  quite  a noise 
sometimes  when  they  alight  on 
the  water.  Often  they  would 
sneak  alongside  the  ship,  overtake 
it,  and  with  one  quick  dart,  turn 
about  the  prow  and  descend  at  the 
same  time,  in  the  hope  of  taking 
some  fish  unaware. 

To  the  sailors  these  sights  and 
sounds  were  commonplace;  their 
time  was  taken  up  in  giving  the 


ENROUTE 
TO  THE 
PHILIPPINES 

is  the  story  of  the  voyage  of  our  two 
pioneers  to  that  island  territory,  written 
by  RODERICK  McNEIL,  S.F.M. 


ship  a beauty  treatment  — removing 
rust  stains  and  giving  everything 
that  needed  it,  a shiny  new  coat  of 
paint.  Between  watching  these 
sights,  talking  with  the  men,  ex- 
ploring the  ship,  the  movies  at 
night,  a few  games  of  cards,  as  well 
as  our  prayers  and  an  occasional 
blast  on  the  bagpipes,  the  trip 
passed  quickly  enough,  and  I was 
almost  sorry  to  see  the  shores  of 
Japan  come  into  view. 

We  arrived  in  Yokohama  in  the 
evening,  and  anchored  in  the 
channel.  In  the  morning  we  went 
ashore  by  launch,  where  we  had  a 
happy  reunion  with  our  men  from 
Tokyo,  Frs.  Kelly,  Coady,  Schultz, 
Bolger,  and  Yaeck,  who  took  us  to 
Scarboro  House  in  Tokyo. 

No  doubt  I could  talk  for  quite 
a while  on  the  many  things  in 
Japan  that  took  my  eye,  but  I will 
leave  some  of  these  curiosities  till 
later.  We  had  a great  visit  with 
these  men,  did  a bit  of  shopping  as 
well  as  a little  sight-seeing.  The 
next  day  we  set  out  for  Nagoya, 
where  we  met  still  more  of  our 
men  — Frs.  Macintosh,  Geier,  Mc- 
Namara and  Flaherty.  Again  we 
did  a bit  more  sight-seeing,  looked 
over  the  mission  there,  and  went 
out  to  see  the  fine  new  church 
which  Fr.  Flaherty  is  building.  The 
day  after  arriving  at  Nagoya,  we 
left  for  Kobe,  where  we  rejoined 
our  ship.  It  was  on  this  next  leg 
of  our  voyage  that  we  saw  flying 
fish  in  large  numbers. 


The  next  stop  was  the  port  of 
Keelung  in  Formosa.  As  it  was  a 
“trouble-zone”  no  cameras  were 
allowed,  hence  no  pictures.  It  was 
easy  to  see  why  the  old  Portuguese 
called  the  island  Formosa,  which 
means  ‘beautiful’,  for,  as  we  slowly 
approached  the  harbour,  the  even- 
ing sun  showed  us  the  beauty  of  i 
the  many  mountains,  the  great 
cloud  formations,  and  the  green 
valleys.  On  the  sides  of  the  moun- 
tains are  many  terraces,  like  the 
ones  in  Japan,  but  much  larger; 
the  lower  flats  were  green  with 
crops  of  rice. 

Just  here  I must  say  something 
of  sandals.  In  Japan  we  saw  all 
types,  indoors  and  on  the  street, 
but  we  ourselves  used  shoes,  even 
indoors.  However,  in  Formosa,  the 
rule  is  that  the  shoes  are  left  on  the 
porch,  and  sandals  put  on. 

The  first  time  I went  into  a house 
in  Formosa,  I did  the  proper 
thing,  I took  off  my  shoes  and 
slipped  my  feet  into  the  sandals, 
with  the  aid  of  my  hands.  I 
straightened  up,  took  a step.  Be- 
hold my  socked  foot  on  the  floor  I 
ahead  of  me  — the  sandal  hadn’t 
budged!  I said  nothing,  and  acted 
as  if  I still  hadn’t  put  the  sandal 
on,  by  putting  it  on  again.  As  I ! 
raised  my  foot  to  put  it  on,  I lost 
my  balance  a bit,  and  had  to  hop 
sideways.  Behold  another  socked 
foot  on  the  floor!  I had  hopped 
out  of  the  other  sandal,  which 
hadn’t  budged.  From  here  on  I 
refused  to  bend  over;  I merely 
slipped  my  foot  in  without  the  use 
of  my  hands.  Then,  with  all  the 
dignity  I could  scrape  together, 
and  with  the  affected  ease  of  an 
old  hand,  I scuffed  my  miserable 
way  into  the  parlour,  losing  the 
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From  A Recent  Letter 

“Both  of  us  are  gradually  beginning  to  accommodate  ourselves 
to  climate , food  and  customs.  Both  of  us  are  working  hard  at  the 
language.  Last  Sunday  Fr.  Rod  and  I made  the  announcements 
in  the  Bisayan  tongue.  We  concluded  that  we  must  have  been 
understood  because  the  meetings  that  we  spoke  of  were  well 
attended.  One  of  these  days  we'll  try  to  preach. 

Both  of  us  have  had  our  names  changed;  Fr.  Rod  is  now 
called  Rodrigo,,  while  I am  known  as  Canuto;  they  represent 
Spanish  versions  of  our  names  . . . Our  address , which  our  friends 
will  probably  want  is 

Catholic  Church, 

Opon,  Cebu, 

Philippines. 


sandals  three  times  in  covering  the 
20-foot  distance. 

* # # 

Hooray  for  free  enterprise  . . . 
but  keep  cool  the  first  time  you 
meet  it  in  the  form  of  buying  and 
selling  as  carried  on  in  the  Orient! 
Don’t  be  discouraged  when  I de- 
scribe for  you  how  this  is  done;  it 
is  a lot  of  fun,  and  ends  in  smiles 
and  satisfaction  all  around. 


You  decide  to  buy,  let  us  say,  a 
suitcase.  So  you  look  around  for 
an  appropriate  store.  While  you 
turn  your  head  to  look,  you  nar- 
rowly escape  death  and  destruction 
in  the  form  of  several  taxis,  bicy- 
cles, motorcyles,  etc.,  all  loaded  past 
the  hilt  . . . far,  far  past  the  hilt. 
But  the  Lord  and  your  nimbleness 
protect  you  and  you  get  to  the 
store  by  the  direct  method  of  step- 
ping over  anything  between  you 


MISSIONS 


Page  Nineteen 


and  it.  In  ten  feet  you  will  step 
over  a pile  of  mops,  rugs,  baskets, 
a bed,  and  maybe  even  some 
people’s  legs.  After  recomposing 
yourself,  you  saunter  casually  in.  (I 
use  ‘in’  in  the  loosest  sense  of  the 
term,  as  the  store  is  likely  to  be  on 
the  sidewalk.)  You  look  idly  at 
the  goods;  a slight  curiosity  only  is 
registered  on  your  face,  along  with 
the  sweat.  The  storekeeper  comes 
over  and  bows.  You  give  a bobbing 
nod,  a smile,  and  bless  the  good 
weather.  You  pick  up  a belt,  ig- 
noring the  sandals  he  has  picked 
up  to  show  you.  You  admire  this 
belt,  stretch  it,  try  it  on,  slap  your 
hand  or  your  thigh  with  it,  ask  the 
price  of  it,  and  then  put  it  back 
where  you  found  it. 


There  absolutely  never  was  a suit- 
case like  this  one.  You  shake  your 
head  at  every  answer  as  it  is  given, 
and  look  extremely  perplexed,  deep 
in  thought.  You  have  already 
picked  this  suitcase  up,  so  now  you 
put  it  down  again.  You  look  up 
at  the  sky,  to  see  if  it  will  be  rain- 
ing next  Friday,  in  which  case  it 
will  be  a rainy  Friday.  Then 
finally,  at  long  last,  you  point  to 
the  one  you  want  and  ask  its  price. 
You  look  outraged  at  the  answer, 
no  matter  what  it  is.  The  assump- 
tion is  that  it  is  twice  what  it 
should  be.  Let  us  say  we  are  in 
Japan,  and  the  price  we  will  sup- 
pose is.  Yen  10,000,  about  $30.00. 
You  mutter  pleadingly  “come 
down,  come  down’’,  gesturing  with 


SOMETHING  TO  REMEMBER 

The  Church  has  no  other  reason  for  its  existence  than  to  extend  over  all  the  earth  the 
Kingdom  of  Christ  and  so  to  render  all  men  sharers  in  His  saving  Redemption.  Of  all 
the  works  of  the  Catholic  Church,  the  greatest  and  holiest  is  that  of  the  missions. 

(Rerum  Ecclesiae) 


Your  eye  catches  a pitcher  in  an 
inacessible  corner.  You  point  to  it, 
ask  for  it,  get  it.  You  eye  it,  shake 
it,  calculate  its  capacity,  note  its 
design,  and  put  it  back.  By  now 
you  have,  in  the  corner  of  your  eye, 
picked  out  several  suitcases  which 
please  you,  and  so  you  have  worked 
your  way  over  to  them.  By  acci- 
dent only,  your  eye  drops  on  one 
near  you,  not  the  one  you  want. 
You  give  it  two  or  three  harmless 
little  nudges  with  your  toe.  You 
ask  the  price.  Who  made  it?  When? 
Is  it  genuine  leather?  How  high  is 
it  in  inches?  Is  the  lock  good?  Is 
the  handle  strong?  and  any  other 
questions  that  you  can  think  of, 
relevant  or  not.  The  answer  to 
these  questions,  of  course,  exhausts 
the  gamut  of  the  superlatives. 


a downward  motion.  The  store- 
keeper smiles,  nods  his  head  in 
about  five  directions,  and  says 
agreeably,  “all  right,  all  right,  I’ll 
come  down  . . . Yen  9,000.’’ 

You  say  “No”  outright  and  ve- 
hemently shake  your  head,  while 
you  thump  the  suitcase,  examining 
it  from  every  possible  angle,  as  if 
to  imply  that  you  are  trying  your 
best  to  find  something  about  it  that 
will  justify  the  high  price  asked, 
but  cannot  find  anything.  You 
offer,  as  if  your  middle  name  was 
“Sheer  Generosity”,  Yen  2,000. 

The  storekeeper  shrieks.  He 
clutches  his  head,  his  eyes  rolling. 
He  falls  sideways  and  doubles  up  at 
the  same  time,  now  clutching  at 
his  stomach  with  one  arm.  Ap- 
parently he  is  in  great  pain.  You 
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ignore  all  this  and  idly  flip  the 
catches  on  the  suitcase.  Without 
the  benefit  of  smelling  salts,  he 
comes  to  presently,  and  says  Yen 
7,500  in  a way  which  means,  “You 
are  a simple  soul,  and  do  not  rea- 
lize the  value  of  the  suitcase,  and 
I therefore  haven't  the  heart  to 
take  advantage  of  you,  so  will 
GIVE  it  to  you  at  this  price.” 

You  now  throw  your  little  fit, 
blow  a small  gasket,  cough,  blow 
your  nose,  look  ferocious,  wave 
your  hand,  look  insulted,  and  say 
Yen  4,000.  He  smiles  and  sighs  at 
your  naivete,  and  says  Yen  6,000 
in  a way  which  implies  that  it  is 
time  to  stop  the  joking,  and  get 
serious,  that  this  really  is  a bargain. 
You  smile,  pat  the  suitcase,  mean- 
ing that  you  would  indeed  like  to 
be  its  owner,  but  the  storekeeper 
is  asking  too  much  for  it.  You 
offer  questioningly  “Yen  4,500?” 
He  says  Yen  5,500  with  a great  rush 
of  cordiality.  You  lay  down  the 
suitcase,  firmly.  You  light  a cigar- 
ette, enjoy  three  good  puffs  while 
contemplating  the  suitcase,  look  for 
the  door.  Taking  a step  toward 
the  door,  you  say  definitely  Yen 
5,000.  He  considers  for  a tenth  of 
a second,  so  that  no  one  will  be 
able  to  say  he  let  it  go  without  a 
thought,  and  replies  Yen  5,000, 
picking  it  up  and  handing  it  to 
you. 

It  only  took  twenty  minutes  — 
you  got  a good  buy  — he  made  a 
good  sale  — everyone  is  happy  as 
you  step  out  with  the  goods.  You 
are  now  twenty  minutes  wiser,  a 
year  and  a half  older.  But  cheer 
up,  when  you  get  to  this  system,  it 
will  put  back  the  year  and  a half 
plus  much  more,  by  turning  a bit 
of  business  into  a friendly  match- 
ing of  wits. 


Orientalisms. . . 

PLEASE  SQUAT 

When  a Japanese  says,  “Have  a seat, 
make  yourself  comfortable”,  he  means 
you  to  draw  your  legs  close  to  your  body 
and  sit  on  them.  Cushions,  placed  on 
the  straw-matting  on  the  floor,  are 
offered  guests.  Between  the  host  and  his 
visitors  is  a square  table  about  four  by 
four  feet,  and  ten  inches  more  or  less  in 
height.  On  it  are  placed  tea-cups,  cookies, 
cakes,  etc.,  for  the  obvious  purpose  of 
nibbling.  However,  I seem  to  have  gotten 
the  impression  that  one  is  not  expected 
to  be  consistent  and  persistent  in  his 
nibbling. 

However,  for  me,  squatting  presents 
more  of  a problem  than  does  the  to- 
nibble  or  not-to-nibble  question.  With  a 
very  determined  effort,  I can  squat  all  of 
five  minutes  wondering  the  while  if  I 
shall  ever  walk  again.  But  in  this  respect, 
the  Japanese  are  very  indulgent  towards 
their  foreign  guests  and  nearly  always 
suggest  that  they  secure  a more  comfort- 
able position  for  themselves.  Since  chairs 
are  not  in  evidence,  I have  found  that  by 
sitting  side-ways  on  the  cushion  the 
amenities  are  observed  passingly  well. 
Too,  by  so  sitting  one’s  legs  are  not  in 
the  way  of  possible  passers-by.  Recently 
a Japanese  friend  was  trying  to  console 
me  because  I had  made  some  dispar- 
aging remarks  about  myself  since  I could 
not  squat  a la  Japonaise.  Said  he,  “Even 
we  Japanese  find  it  tiresome.”  “How 
long”,  I asked,  “before  you  become 
tired?”.  “Oh,  not  more  than  two  hours,” 
was  his  answer. 


FOUR  IS  UNLUCKY 

In  Japan,  you  won’t  find  a number  four 
ward  in  a hospital.  And  the  reasons? 
The  word  four  is  frequently  pronounced 
“shi”  which,  though  differently  written, 
is  also  the  word  for  death. 

T.  Morrissey,  S.F.M. 
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By  ALEX.  McDONALD,  S.F.M. 


SCARBORO 


Fr.  McDonald  hails  from  Alexandria, 
Ont.  He  went  to  Japan  in  August,  1952, 
and  is  now  assistant  to  Dr.  Pelow,  S.F.M., 
in  Sasebo. 
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I know  the  road  well,  a hole-pocked,  dusty,  narrow 
A road  that  links  our  mission  of  Shimabara  with  the  town 

DREAM  of  K , at  the  extreme  end  of  our  parish 

COME  limits.  It  winds  along  the  beautiful  shoreline  of  the 

TRUE?  Shimabara  peninsula,  the  only  road  in  our  parish.  By 

motor  scooter  the  trip  takes  three  hours,  passing  through 
22  towns.  In  each  town's  railroad  station  we  have  a glass  showcase 
attached  to  the  wall  of  the  waiting  room.  Inside  the  case  there  is  a reli- 
gious poster  explaining  some  point  of  the  Faith,  and  an  invitation  to  those 
interested  to  come  to  the  church;  or,  if  thi's  is  impossible,  to  drop  us  a 
line.  We  could  then  arrange  to  visit  them  at  home.  For  two  years  now 
we  have  been  using  this  system,  changing  the  posters  regularly  once  a 
month.  For  two  years  we  waited  patiently  for  a response.  Finally  the 

postman  brought  us  a post-card.  “I  live  in  the  village  of  H , high 

up  in  the  mountains  near  the  town  of  K The  last  time  I went  to 

town  for  supplies  I read  your  poster  and  am  interested  in  the  Catholic 
religion.  There  are  also  others  in  my  village  who  are  interested.  Could 
you  please  visit  us  sometime?  Your  interested,  honorable  friend  — 
Watanabe.” 

And  so  on  this  glorious,  sunny  day,  as  I bounced  along  the  road  on 
my  scooter,  with  the  catechist  clinging  on  behind,  I was  in  great  spirits. 
The  beautiful  blue  Pacific  on  my  left  was  even  bluer  today  and  the  green 
mountains  on  my  right  were  greener.  This  was  not  just  another  one  of 
those  routine  poster-changing  trips.  Like  many  another  young  inexperi- 
enced missionary  I began  to  dream  great  dreams  that  day.  I could  see 

hundreds  in  the  village  of  H begging  for  baptism.  I had  great 

hopes  that  this  would  be  the  beginning  of  conversions  throughout  the 
whole  Shimabara  peninsula.  This  might  be  the  break  we  had  been  praying 
and  hoping  for. 

We  reached  K at  noon,  went  to  the  local  inn 

THE  where  we  squatted  on  the  matted  floor  and  downed  our 

HOPE  bowl  of  rice  and  champon.  Champon  is  a sort  of  vege- 

OF  table  stew  which  has  a lot  of  calories  but  little  taste. 

SHANGRI-LA  Having  received  directions  from  the  inn-keeper  we 

headed  on  for  our  goal.  As  I had  never  been  this  far 
before  I had  to  keep  asking  farmers  along  the  route  if  this  was  the  right 

road  to  H “Yes,”  they  kept  assuring  me,  “it’s  just  a little 

further  up  the  trail.”  That  “little  further  up”  stretched  into  an  hour’s 
ride  but  finally,  as  our  scooter  roared  over  the  brow  of  a hill,  the  catechist 
and  I came  upon  a cluster  of  some  200  houses,  nestling  in  a pretty  little 
valley  just  below  us.  The  scene  immediately  brought  back  to  memory  a 
movie  I had  seen  during  seminary  days  — Hilton’s  Lost  Horizon;  here 
was  Shangri-la,  all  over  again. 
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It  was  no  trouble  finding  Watanabe-san’s  house.  Watanabe  was  a 
bright,  enthusiastic-looking  youth  about  28  years  old.  He  and  his  mother 
lived  alone  in  their  mud-thatched  hut.  While  squatting  on  the  floor  of 
the  hut,  talking  to  him  about  the  Church,  I heard  a commotion  outside. 
Through  a hole  in  the  sliding  paper  door  I noticed  a large  crowd  of 
children,  gathering  outside  trying  to  get  a peep  at  me.  I slid  back  the 
door  so  they  could  get  a good  look,  bowed  profusely  and  greeted  them  in 
my  best  Japanese.  One  by  one  they  shied  away,  satisfied  that  at  last  they 
had  seen  a real  live  foreigner  like  the  ones  they  had  read  about  in  their 
school  books. 

Watanabe  seemed  definitely  enthused  about  the 
THE  Church.  He  promised  to  call  the  youth  of  the  village 

SIGN  together  in  order  to  listen  to  doctrine  on  my  subsequent 

OF  A visits.  This  would  be  easy  since  he  was  the  youth-leader 

JOKER?  in  town  and  the  youth-club  held  regular  meetings  in  the 

village  community  hall.  Meantime  he  would  keep  in 
contact  by  mail,  and  do  his  best  to  come  to  the  mission  in  Shimabara  for 
Mass  on  Easter  Sunday.  I gave  him  a catechism  and  some  pamphlets  and 
just  as  the  sun  was  dipping  over  the  western  hills,  the  catechist  and  I left, 
full  of  hope  and  encouragement. 

Holy  Saturday  came  and  so  did  Watanabe.  Along  with  the  Christians 
from  the  scattered  villages,  he  spent  the  night  at  the  mission.  Easter 
Sunday  morning  he  was  up  at  5 o’clock  reading  “The  Life  of  Christ”  until 
time  for  mass  at  6:30.  The  church  was  jammed  that  morning  and 
Watanabe  seemed  very  impressed.  At  breakfast,  his  eyes  were  flashing 
with  zeal  as  he  told  us  of  how  he  was  gradually  rounding  up  the  villagers 
in  preparation  for  our  next  visit.  At  his  request  we  loaded  him  down 
with  more  pamphlets  and  gave  him  a shiny  new  prayer  book.  As  he  was 


ADDRESS] 

Very  Rev.  Fr.  Lome  McFarland;  Fr.  Gerald  Kelly;  Fr.  Edgar 
Geier;  Fr.  Clare  Yaeck;  Fr.  Harold  Oxley;  Fr.  Frank  Hawk- 
shaw;  Fr.  Thomas  O’Toole. 

47  Takanawa 
Minami-Cho,  Minato-Ku 
Shiba,  Tokyo,  JAPAN 

Fr.  Thomas  Morrissey;  Fr.  William  Schultz 

Catholic  Church,  15,  3 chome 
Kikuodori,  Nishi-ku 
Nagoya-shi,  JAPAN 
Fr.  Paul  Flaherty; 

Catholic  Church,  Otowa-dori 
1-chome  24,  Ichinomiya  city,  JAPAN 
Aichi,  Prefecture 
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leaving  the  door  of  the  rectory  he  kept  fumbling  in  his  pockets  for  some- 
thing. Strange  — he  had  lost  his  railroad  ticket.  Would  the  kind,  honor- 
able Fathers  please  lend  him  a couple  of  hundred  yen  to  get  home?  How 
could  we  refuse;  nothing  was  too  good  for  Watanabe,  our  zealous  apostle 
of  Shangri-la ! 

On  Easter  Monday  Father  Dave  Fitzpatrick  came  in 
from  Aino  — the  next  mission,  an  hour  up  the  line.  He 
was  all  enthused  over  a very  fervent  Catholic  who  had 
supper  with  him  on  Easter  Sunday,  spent  the  night  at 
the  mission  and  piously  received  Holy  Communion  at 
mass  that  morning.  Father  Dave  happened  to  mention 
incidentally  that  his  fervent,  saintly  guest,  on  leaving  kept  fumbling  in 
his  pocket.  He  had  lost  his  railroad  ticket.  “Would  kind,  honorable 
Father  please  help  a good  Christian  in  distress?” 

How  could  Father  Dave  refuse?  Further  questioning  revealed  beyond 
doubt  that  his  guest  was  no  other  than  our  own  “apostle”,  Watanabe-san. 

A few  months  passed.  One  evening  as  Father  Mike  Cox  and  I were 
eating  our  supper,  the  door  of  our  dining  room  opened  and  in  walked 
Watanabe.  “Good  evening  kind,  honorable  Fathers,  I have  come  to  tell 
you  of  the  ever-growing  interest  in  the  Church  in  my  village,  and  also  to 
grace  your  presence  by  spending  the  night  once  more  at  the  mission.” 
The  expression  on  my  face  made  him  sense  immediately  that  the  hoax 
was  up.  He  turned  tail  and  fled. 


While  writing  this  the  postman  brought  another  letter.  “I  live  in  the 
town  of  Arima.  I read  your  poster  in  the  railway  station,  and  wish  to 
investigate  the  Catholic  faith  further.  Would  you  please  come  to  my 
town  and  teach  me  more  about  the  Catholic  religion,  . . . .” 

Here’s  hoping  we  have  better  luck  this  trip. 

* JAPAN 

Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Fraser;  Fr.  Cleary  Villeneuve 

47  Tenman-cho, 

Yoshizuka,  Fukuoka,  JAPAN 
Fr.  Rogers  Pelow;  Fr.  John  Bolger;  Fr.  Alex  McDonald 
78  Tawara  Machi,  Sasebo-shi 
Nagasaki-ken,  JAPAN 
Fr.  Patrick  McNamara; 

Catholic  Church,  Kawatana-Machi, 

Nagasaki-ken,  JAPAN 

Fr.  Michael  T.  Cox;  Fr.  Maurice  Coady 

Catholic  Church,  895  Ueno  Machi 
Shimabara-shi,  Nagasaki-ken,  JAPAN 
Fr.  David  Fitzpatrick; 

Catholic  Church,  Aino  Machi,  Nagasaki-ken,  JAPAN 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  J.  M’ers, 

Tonight  when  you  go  to  bed,  I want  you  to  lie  awake  for  a few 
minutes  and  think  of  all  the  things  you  have  to  make  you  happy.  Look  at 
that  crucifix  or  holy  picture  on  the  wall  — or  is  it  on  your  dresser?  — 
and  count  all  the  wonderful  blessings  that  are  yours.  Listen  to  the  quiet 
outside.  Remember  all  your  school  chums  who  are  probably  tucked  away  , 
now  too.  No  danger  threatens  you  and  you  feel  secure  because  daddy  and 
mother  are  close  by  should  you  call.  All  the  while  you’re  doing  this,  have 
your  rosary  twined  round  your  fingers  to  remind  you  of  your  beautiful 
Mother  who  is  in  heaven  and  who  never  ceases  watching  over  you. 

What  if  that  crucifix  suddenly  turned  into  a hideous-looking  idol  and  I 
that  picture  became  the  likeness  of  a pagan  god?  What  if  there  was  no 
daddy  or  mother  to  call  to  in  the  night?  What  if  you  went  to  bed  hungry, 
and  there  is  still  nothing  to  give  you  to  eat?  What  if  grave  sickness  should 
come  suddenly  and  there  is  no  priest  to  hurry  to  your  side? 

There  are  millions  of  children  going  to  bed  tonight  starved  and  weary. 

As  their  bodies  have  no  food,  neither  do  their  souls  have  any  comfort. 
They  know  nothing  of  our  Saviour,  of  Mary,  of  guardian  angels. 

Are  you  going  to  help  them,  or  are  you  going  to  forget  them?  I will 
leave  the  decision  to  you.  Only  this  will  I suggest:  pray  very  hard  to  our 
Lady  and  ask  her  to  make  you  brave  enough  to  sacrifice  many  of  your 
pleasures  — big  and  little  — in  order  that  children  in  pagan  countries  may  I 
learn  of  her  and  her  divine  Son. 

Fr.  Jim. 

SCARBORO  i 

■ N _•  ■ 
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PRINCE  Of  KABU 

by  Patricia  McDonough 

The  fame  of  the  Prince  of  Kabu  continued  to  spread  throughout  the 
land.  A few  wild  stories  were  also  spreading  about  the  Dove  who  spoke  to 
the  Prince,  and  told  him  what  to  say  to  the  people.  Prince  Joseph  had  his 
suspicions  as  to  who  might  be  telling  this  story,  but  he  said  nothing  to  his 
spy,  Nos.  He  understood  that  poor  old  Nos  had  a weakness  for  telling 
tales. 

Shortly  after,  a strange  thing  happened  to  the  forest  of  Kabu.  Every 
time  the  Prince  went  into  the  forest,  it  seemed  to  him  as  though  all  its  life 
had  gone.  The  birds  no  longer  sang  their  songs;  nor  did  the  beetles  hum. 
The  frogs  wouldn’t  croak,  they  had  no  music  to  help  them  while  they  were 
working.  Something  had  to  be  done. 

Prince  Joseph  wasn’t  quite  sure  what  the  trouble  was,  but  he  was  going 
to  find  out.  He  thought  of  whom  he  should  turn  to. 

“Who  is  the  ruler  in  the  forest  of  China?  Why,  the  beautiful  evening 
nightingale.”  he  thought.  “She  is  the  leader  of  the  forest  because  she  has 
the  magic  song  which  no  one  can  resist.  Of  course,  I will  ask  her  to  come.” 

The  Prince  ran  into  the  fields  and  called  for  the  nightingale.  Over  and 
over  again  he  called  for  her;  she  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  Finally,  he 
became  exasperated,  and  cried  in  a loud  voice: 

“If  you  are  a lady,  you  will  come  and  speak  to  your  Prince.” 

The  nightingale  heard  these  words  from  her  hiding  place  in  the  trees. 
Then,  she  became  most  annoyed. 

“Of  course  I am  a lady,  how  dare  he  think  otherwise.  I will  go  to  him 
and  give  him  a piece  of  my  mind.” 

In  no  time,  she  was  at  the  Prince’s  side  warbling  away  in  a hot  temper. 

“It’s  bad  enough  my  dear  Highness,  that  you  bring  another  Bird  into 
the  kingdom  as  your  favourite,  but  now,  you  insult  me  by  saying  I am  not 
a lady.  That  is  too  much!  I will  have  to  leave  the  land  at  once.  I will 
go  to  the  land  of  far  away  India  where  the  emperors  will  listen  forever  to 
my  song.” 

“Stay,  dear  lady,  stay  for  a moment  at  least!  Who  is  this  ‘other  Bird’ 
of  whom  you  speak?” 

“He  is  the  Bird  that  speaks  to  you  when  the  bright  light  is  over  your 
head.  In  the  forest  we  all  know  about  it,  because  we  see  you.  But  your 
forest  will  never  sing  again;  you  have  insulted  us.” 

“Please  don’t  be  insulted  my  dear  lady  nightingale.  ‘My  Bird’  is  only 
‘my  bird’  because  He  has  chosen  me.  I did  not  choose  Him.  He  sings  the 
song  of  my  soul.  And,  dear  lady,  He  is  your  God.” 
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“Hmph,”  shrugged  the  nightingale,  “you  don’t  want  to  listen  to  me 
anymore.  I will  go.” 

“This  Bird  sings  the  song  of  my  hungry  soul,’’  continued  the  Prince, 
“but  for  the  song  of  my  ears,  there  is  none  more  lovely  in  the  whole  forest, 
than  your  song.  Everyone  in  the  land  of  Kabu  knows  that.  This  God 
must  come  as  a bird,  because  He  would  be  too  bright  for  my  weak  eyes,  if 
He  came  as  He  would  wish.  Please  don’t  be  angry  dear  lady.  He  has 
made  my  choice  and  yours;  He  wants  you  to  be  the  loveliest  singer  in  the 
forest,  so  that  you  can  carry  His  praises  to  many  lands.’’ 

“Hmph,”  repeated  the  nightingale,  “I  am  a bird,  I don’t  understand 
these  things.” 

“Who  gave  you  your  voice,  dear  nightingale?” 

“I  have  a lovely  voice,  I don’t  care  who  gave  it  to  me.” 

“Oh,  but  you  should  care.  What  would  happen  if  He  took  it  away?” 
“No  one  would  think  of  doing  that  — to  me  — would  they?  — I’ll  sing.  — 
That’s  what  I’ll  do  — then  no  one  can  take  my  voice  away.” 

In  her  frenzy  to  keep  her  voice,  the  nightingale  started  to  sing. 

“Aha!”  laughed  the  Prince.  “There  you  go,  you’re  singing.  Come  now 
and  sing  this  beautiful  new  song.  It’s  the  song  of  the  Gospels.  Since  it  is 
so  beautiful,  only  you  should  sing  it.” 

“Go  away!  I don’t  want  another  song.  I am  a beautiful  singer.” 

But  it  was  too  late.  The  other  birds  and  beasts  of  the  forest  had  also 
started  to  sing.  When  the  nightingale  heard  them,  she  knew  her  song 
would  have  to  be  better  than  it  had  ever  been.  Quickly,  she  turned  and 
asked  the  Prince  to  teach  her  the  new  song. 

As  the  people  stood  listening  to  the  new  song  of  the  forest,  they  saw 
the  strangest  thing.  The  nightingale  flew  high  into  the  air,  wafted  along 
by  the  beauty  of  her  own  song.  Higher,  and  higher  she  flew,  then  off,  into 
many  lands,  trailing  behind  her  the  music  of  the  Holy  Gospels  that  Prince 
Joseph  of  China  had  taught  her. 


PRAYER  TO  ST.  THERESE 

O Lord , who  hast  said:  Unless 
you  become  as  little  children , you 
shall  not  enter  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven: 
grant  us,  we  beseech  Thee,  so  to  follow  in  humility 
and  simplicity  of  heart  the  footsteps  of  the  Virgin,  St.  Therese, 
that  we  may  obtain  everlasting  rewards.  Who  livest  etc. 
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Alexander  School, 

Alexander,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Intermediate  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Christopher’s  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  William’s  School, 

Martintown,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Stratford,  Ont. 

St.  Lawrence’s  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  John  Baptist’s  School, 

Belle  River,  Ont. 

St.  Clement’s  School, 

Preston,  Ont. 

R.  C.  High  School, 

St.  Andrews,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Jerome’s  School, 

Kirkland  Lake,  Ont. 

Notre  Dame  School, 

Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 

St.  Theresa’s  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Bernadette’s  School, 

Ajax,  Ont. 

St.  Teresa’s  School, 

Kitchener,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Stratford,  Ont. 

Loretto  Abbey  High  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Notre  Dame  Academy, 
Waterdown,  Ont. 


Holy  Cross  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

Presentation  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Louis’  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Simcoe,  Ont. 

Notre  Dame  Convent, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy, 
Amherstburg,  Ont. 

Loretto  Convent, 

Fort  Erie,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School,  Gr.  10, 
Barrie,  Ont. 

St.  Columba’s  High  School,  Gr.  10, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School,  Gr.  9 & 10, 
King,  Ont. 

St.  Vincent  de  Paul  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School,  Gr.  9 & 10, 

Perth,  Ont. 

Precious  Blood  School, 

Wexford,  Ont. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Anne’s  School, 

Cormac,  Ont. 

St.  Elizabeth’s  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Intermediate  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  College, 

North  Bay,  Ont. 
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SACRIFICE 
TO  FILL  A 
SCARBORO 
NEED! 


“If  thou  have  much , give  abundantly ; if  thou  have  little , take 
care  even  so  to  bestow  willingly  a little . For  thou  thus  storest  up 
to  thyself  a good  reward  for  the  day  of  necessity ” 

(Tob.,  iii.  9-10) 


PUT  SCARBORO  IN  YOUR  WILL! 


I bequeath  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  the  sum  of 

$_^ 

“As  long  as  you  did  it  to  one  of  these  least , you  did  it  to  me 


SEND  YOUR  MISSIONARIES  NEEDFUL  ASSISTANCE  THROUGH  THE 
FOLLOWING  ADDRESS.  IN  YOUR  LETTER  STATE  FOR  WHOM  IT  IS. 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 
(Income  tax  receipts  will  be  sent  to  all  requesting  them.) 
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OCTOBER 

SPECIAL 

Fr.  Strang’s  people  on  Eleuthera, 
have  given  land,  lime,  stone 
and  labour  thus  showing  a ready 
willingness  to  help  solve  their  own 
problem,  the  building  of  a church. 
But  their  good-will  is  not  enough; 
a thousand  dollars  is  still  needed. 
Here  are  a few  items  of  expense: 
altar,  $100.00;  pews,  $120.00;  sta- 
tions, $60.00;  priest’s  room,  $85.00. 
Give  these  people  concrete  evidence 
of  your  Christian  charity!  Please! 


• BAHAMAS 

• BRITISH  GUIANA 

• PHILIPPINES 

Throughout  the  first  two  of  these 
mission  fields,  English  is  spoken, 
and  to  a great  extent  in  the  third. 
In  these  places  the  need  for  basic 
religious  literature  is  an  extremely 
urgent  one.  Catechisms,  missals, 
doctrinal  pamphlets,  simple  his- 
tories of  the  Catholic  Faith  are 
needed  at  once.  Please  send  arti- 
cles, or  money  for  same  to  SCAR- 
BORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston 
Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


BURSES 

YOUR  FAMILY  CIRCLE 
CAN  HAVE 
A PRIEST  TOO! 


ADOPT  A SPIRITUAL  SON 
BY  CONTRIBUTING  TO  A 
BURSE  REGULARLY. 

PARTIAL  LISTING 

• HOLY  NAME 

• IMMACULATE  HEART 

• ST.  JOSEPH 

• HOLY  SOULS 

• LITTLE  FLOWER 
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RENEW  PROMPTLY 


Are  you  moving?  Then 
send  us  new  and  old 
addresses  three  weeks  in 


advance  p-l-e-a-s-e. 


W.  LALONDE 


INTRODUCING 

Audio 

Visual  Educational 
SERVICES 

Phone  us  - Write  us  - Visit  us 


J.  LEONARD 


685  BAYVIEW  AVE.,  TORONTO,  ONT.  - Telephone  HUdson  9-7183 


GUARANTEE  OF  SERVICE 
Audio  Visual  Educational  Services 
guarantees  that  all  orders  and  in- 
quiries will  receive  prompt  and 
efficient  attention.  A telephone 
call  day  or  evening  will  find  us 
ready  with  a solution  for  your 
problems. 


FREE  INTRODUCTORY  OFFER 
A 52"  x 70"  beaded  glass  tripod 
model  projection  screen  FREE 
with  purchase  of  16  m.m.  sound 
projector.  A 40"  x 40"  beaded 
glass  tripod  model  projection 
screen  FREE  with  the  purchase 
of  a 35  m.m.  film  strip  projector. 
OFFER  GOOD  FOR  LIMITED 
TIME  ONLY. 


Scarboro  Mission  Fathers  - Satisfied  Customers 


missions 


Toronto,  Ont. 


November,  1955 


Prayer  for  the  Holy  Souls 

— Faber  — 


Jesu!  by  that  shuddering  dread  which  fell  on  Thee; 
Jesu!  by  that  cold  dismay  which  sicken’d  Thee; 

Jesu!  by  the  pang  of  heart  which  thrill’d  in  Thee; 
Jesu!  by  that  mount  of  sins  which  crippled  Thee; 
Jesu!  by  that  sense  of  guilt  which  stifled  Thee; 

Jesu!  by  that  innocence  which  girdled  Thee; 

Jesu!  by  that  sanctity  which  reign’d  in  Thee; 

Jesu!  by  that  Godhead  which  was  one  with  Thee; 
Jesu!  spare  these  souls  which  are  so  dear  to  Thee; 
Souls , who  in  prison,  calm  and  patient,  wait  for  Thee; 
Hasten,  Lord,  their  hour,  and  bid  them  come  to  Thee, 
To  that  glorious  Home,  where  they  shall  ever 
gaze  on  Thee. 
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EDITORIAL 


Nothing  above  human  things  has  such 
power  to  keep  our  gaze  fixed  ever  more 
intensely  upon  God  than  friendship  for 
the  friends  of  God.  — Simone  Weil, 
Waiting  for  God  (Putnam). 


HAVE  MERCY  ON  ME 

Remembering  the  dead  was  a practice  found  even  in  the  most  ancient 
civilizations.  All  the  pagan  nations  made  use  of  expiatory  rites  for  the 
departed.  The  Egyptians  had  a doctrine  of  the  “three  thousand  years’  ” 
wandering  of  the  soul  after  death.  In  the  Persian  Avesta,  the  soul,  even 
of  a just  man,  is  said  to  spend  the  first  three  nights  after  death  in  praying 
for  salvation.  The  Babylonians  and  Assyrians  believed  in  a middle  state, 
and  the  Chinese  and  Japanese  set  apart  in  eternity  a place  of  penance  and 
purification.  A prayer  for  the  departed  comes  to  us  from  the  Greeks  and 
Romans: 

“O  celestial  souls,  come  to  his  aid. 

O ye  holy  departed,  I recommend  my  husband  to  your  care; 

Be  indulgent  to  him.” 

How  blessed  are  you  as  a Catholic  in  possessing  a true  knowledge  of 
life  beyond  the  grave  in  regard  to  penance  and  purification!  In  your  hey- 
day of  health,  the  thought  of  death  opening  the  door  to  Purgatory  is  not 
often  or  deeply  dwelt  upon,  is  it?  Live,  laugh  and  be  merry!  In  her 
divine  wisdom,  the  Church  singles  out  the  month  of  November  and  does 
her  best  to  make  you  realize  that  there  is  another  world  you  must  think 
on  and  live  your  life  in  preparation  for.  You  must  be  perfect  before  you 
can  enter  heaven;  your  debt  of  punishment  must  be  paid;  what  remains 
of  it  when  you  die  will  be  exacted  from  you  in  the  flames  of  purgatory. 
All  this  you  know,  and  yet  . . . Yes,  you  may  be  there,  someday.  So, 
remember,  that  as  you  pray  and  make  your  acts  of  reparation  for  those 
already  gone,  so  you  will  be  prayed  for  in  your  turn.  Be  merciful  to  them 
now  and  mercy  will  be  shown  you  in  your  day. 


Our  Cover: 

Father  Michael  T.  Cox , brother  of  Rev.  William  Cox,  S.F.M.,  who 
died  on  February  the  eighteenth  of  this  year,  is  shown  here  making  friends 
with  a little  Japanese  while  her  mother  looks  happily  on.  The  place  is 
Shimabara. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET 

All  our  old  friends,  and  most  of  our  new,  will  recognize  Monsignor 
Fraser,  founder  of  our  Society.  This  picture  was  taken  many  years  ago  in 
China  when  Catholic  Missionaries  were  so  painstakingly  pushing  back  the 
frontiers  of  paganism.  Young  boys,  such  as  are  pictured  here,  were  the 
hope  of  a native  priesthood  which  would  preach  the  gospel  to  their  own 
countrymen. 

Communism  has  destroyed  this  hope  and  only  God  knows  when  it  will 
be  revived.  Of  this  we  may  be  sure:  it  will  depend  a great  deal  on  our 
willingness  to  sacrifice  our  pleasures,  even  some  of  our  needs,  how  soon 
God  will  effect  His  Will  in  the  matter.  Let  us  not  ever  forget  the  words 
of  St.  Augustine:  God  who  made  man  without  himself  will  not  save  man 
without  himself.  We  must  labour  for  the  liberation  and  salvation  of  the 
Chinese  people  and  pray  that  Catholic  Missionaries  may  soon  return  to 
bring  them  the  glad  tidings  of  God’s  love  for  them. 
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APPOINTMENTS  OF  INTEREST 


Rev.  Howard  Shea,  S.F.M.,  who  re- 
cently completed  a course  of  studies  at 
Laval  University  in  Quebec  City,  becomes  . 
Professor  of  Philosophy  replacing  Very  ^ 
Rev.  Francis  Moylan,  S.F.M.,  newly- 
appointed  Regional  Superior  of  our  mis- 
sions on  Leyte  Island. 


Very  Rev.  James  Leonard,  S.F.M.,  has 
been  appointed  National  Director  of  the 
Holy  Childhood,  a Pontifical  Association. 
He  will  continue  at  the  same  time  in 
^ his  capacity  as  rector  of  Vancouver’s 
Chinese  Mission,  one  of  our  Society’s 
Canadian  undertakings.  Fr.  Chao,  a 
Chinese  priest,  will  assist  him  in  this 
latter  work. 


One  of  our  “old  China  hands”,  Fr. 
Leo  Curtin,  relinquishes  his  position  as 
National  Director  of  the  Holy  Childhood 
a to  become  Spiritual  Director  at  our 
^ Seminary.  From  1941  until  1944  he 
acted  as  pro-Prefect  for  our  missions  in 
China  at  a time  when  war  forced  all  our 
missionaries  from  the  country. 


In  January,  1954,  Fr.  Michael  Dwyer, 
S.F.M.,  was  brought  home  from  Japan 
because  of  serious  illness.  In  December, 
1954,  he  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  be 
appointed  Spiritual  Director  at  the  Sem- 
inary. His  health  regained,  he  goes  now 
to  Santo  Domingo  where  he  spent  some 
months  during  the  years  of  1947-48. 
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THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 


are  beautiful  to  see. 


Angels  in  disguise?  Father  Joe’s  Altar 
Boys. 


Padre  Jost 


Joseph  King,  S.F.M.,  who  gave 
us  this  interview,  is  well-quali- 
fied to  do  so.  Please  turn  to 
page  sixteen  for  thumb-nail 
sketch  of  his  career. 

Editor 
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■ How  long  have  you  been  in 
Santo  Domingo,  Fr.  King? 

I was  assigned  to  Santo  Domingo 
in  November,  1943,  after  having 
been  in  China  from  October,  1931, 
to  December,  1940. 

■ Would  you  say  that  the  task  of 
reviving  the  Faith  among  a people 
is  easier  or  more  difficult  than  try- 
ing to  plant  the  Faith  among 
pagans? 

Each  has  its  difficulties,  but  one, 
common  to  both  is  the  lack  of  suf- 
ficient priests  to  cope  with  the  great 
numbers  of  people  involved.  One 
dire  effect  of  this  is  that  the  people 
cannot  be  given  the  systematic, 
painstaking  instructions  necessary. 


■ How  many  souls  are  there  in  the 
average  parish  cared  for  by  the 
Scar  boro  Fathers f 

It  would  be  safe  to  say  that 
parishes  under  our  care  have  at 
least  30,000  souls  within  the  boun- 
daries of  each.  For  the  most  part, 
these  people  live  in  campos  scat- 
tered throughout  the  countryside. 
A campo,  as  you  know,  is  simply  a 
village  where  there  is  no  resident 
priest.  Most  parishes  have  from  10 
to  20,  or  more,  campos  which  must 
be  looked  after  from  the  parish 
headquarters. 

M How  many  Scarboro  priests  are 
there  in  Santo  Domingo  and  how 
many  parishes  do  they  staff? 
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There  are  thirty  Scarboro  Fathers 
looking  after  fifteen  districts. 

■ What  is  the  language  spoken  in 
the  Republic? 

The  people  of  Santo  Domingo 
speak  Spanish;  there  are,  however, 
colloquialisms  and  idoms  peculiar 
to  the  country. 

■ What  social  projects  do  the  Scar- 
boro Fathers  encourage  among 
their  parishioners? 

Father  Steele  and  Father  Mclver 
— to  mention  but  two  — have  done 
wonders  in  establishing  the  Co- 
operative Movement.  They  have 
succeeded  also  in  having  their 
groups  affiliated  with  those  in  Can- 
ada and  the  U.S.A.  Father  Jack 
McCarthy  has  captured  the  imagi- 
nation of  his  boys  by  setting  up 
classes  for  handicrafts.  (See  Scar- 
boro Missions , October,  1955.) 

■ Do  you  use  Catechists  in  your 
work,  Father,  and  if  so,  are  they 
paid? 

Catechists  play  a very  important 
role  in  Santo  Domingo.  They  are 
taken  from  among  the  best-in- 
formed Catholics  we  can  find.  Even 
though  many  of  them  have  little  or 
no  money,  they  possess  an  eagerness 
to  spread  a more  profound  knowl- 
edge of  the  Faith.  All  of  them 
would  become, I think,  full  time 
Catechists  if  we  could  afford  to  give 
them  a monthly  salary  of  at  least 
$45.00.  At  present  financial  con- 
siderations prevent  us  from  doing 
more  than  hiring  some  of  them 
part-time  for  which  they  are  paid 
$10.00  per  month.  Protestant  cate- 
chists receive  $100.00  per  month,  as 
a rule.  We  have  striven  to  organ- 
ize a Catechists’  Training  Centre 
and  already  favourable  results  are 
forthcoming.  At  the  moment  I 
recall  the  zeal  of  one  of  these  men. 
Sunday  after  Sunday  for  months  on 


end,  this  man  walked  fifteen  ardu- 
ous miles  in  his  bare  feet;  he  car- 
ried his  shoes  which  he  would  put 
on  when  he  came  near  the  Church. 
Since  he  wished  to  receive  Holy  1 
Communion  he  made  the  tiring 
trip  fasting.  Men  like  him  give  a 
great  encouragement  to  the  pastor. 
There  is  a golden  opportunity  here 
for  our  Catholic  people  at  home  to 
help  support  these  “Apostles”  by 
paying,  for  instance,  part  or  all  of 
the  wage  we  feel  they  deserve. 

■ Who  pays  the  salaries  of  the 
school  teachers  in  the  Republic? 

All  the  school  teachers  in  the 
Dominican  Republic  are  paid  by 
the  government.  Besides  their  regu- 
lar school  hours,  these  men  and 
women  give  of  their  time  in  the 
early  evening  of  each  working  day 
to  raise  the  standard  of  education 
among  the  people.  It  is  marvellous 
to  see  the  progress  which  has  been 
made  in  this  regard.  This  en- 
deavour is  just  one  of  the  many 
plans  which  the  benefactor  of  the 
country,  Glmo.  Rafaelo  Trujillo, 
has  put  into  operation  to  improve 
the  condition  of  his  people. 

■ Is  the  Catholic  religion  taught  in 
the  schools  as  part  of  the  curricu- 
lum? 

Yes,  the  Catholic  religion  is 
taught  in  all  the  government 
schools. 

■ What  do  the  majority  of  the 
people  do  for  a living? 

Most  of  the  people  work  at  farm- 
ing although  many  of  them  have 
been  trained  to  earn  their  living 
working  in  offices,  stores,  factories, 
etc.  Because  of  the  sometimes  in- 
tense heat,  a period  of  rest  called 
“siesta”  is  observed  generally 
throughout  the  country;  in  cities 
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and  large  towns  this  is  usually  from 
twelve  noon  until  two  P.M. 

■ Under  what  title  do  the  people 
best  like  to  show  honour  to  our 
Lady? 

Our  blessed  Mother’s  most  popu- 
lar title  with  the  Dominican  people 
is  that  of  “ Altagracia” . She  has 
been  publicly  proclaimed  “Unica 
Reina  Y Soberana”  which  trans- 
lated means,  “The  One  and  Only 
Queen  and  Sovereign’’. 

■ Are  vocations  to  the  priesthood 
increasing  in  number? 

There  is  decidedly  an  upswing  in 
the  number  of  vocations  to  the 
priesthood  ever  since  His  Excel- 
lency, Archbishop  Pittini,  Primate 
of  the  West  Indies,  inaugurated 
and  carried  on  an  intensive  drive 
for  vocations.  The  President  of  the 
Republic,  Glmo.  Rafaelo  Trujillo, 
assisted  the  Archbishop  by  building 
a most  beautifully  situated  Semin- 
ary; which  has  now  an  enrollment 
of  250  students. 


■ Can  our  Canadian  friends  send 
you  any  help  in  the  form  of  medals, 
holy  pictures,  rosaries  and  the  like? 

Yes,  we  are  very  grateful  for  any 
assistance  given  to  us  in  this  mat- 
ter. Since  our  parishioners  do  not 
read  English,  Catholic  periodicals 
are  of  little  use  except  to  our 
priests.  I would  like  to  mention 
here  a very  timely  and  useful  gift 
Canadian  Catholics  can  send  us;  it 
is  a Coleman  lamp.  In  many  of  the 
rural  places  we  must  visit  there  is 
little  or  no  electricity.  A good  ser- 
viceable lamp  such  as  I have  men- 
tioned is  therefore  a very  real  neces- 
sity. Generally  speaking,  our 
friends  here  at  home  can  keep  in 
touch  with  our  needs  as  they  appear 
in  SCARBORO  MISSIONS. 

In  finishing  this  interview  I 
want  to  express  the  thanks  of  us  all 
for  the  helps,  spiritual  and  ma- 
terial, our  Catholic  people  at 
home  have  given  us.  May  God 
bless  them  one  and  all. 


YOUR  ATTENTION  PLEASE 

All  donations  to  our  Society  are  promptly  and  gratefully  acknowledged. 
If  after  two  week  you  have  not  received  our  reply,  then  please  inform 
us  of  the  date  your  letter  was  mailed  and  the  amount  in  cash,  or  other 
form  of  currency,  it  contained.  Thank  you. 


Change  of  address  should  be  received  by  first  of  month  to  affect 
following  month's  issue.  Please  give  old  address  as  well  as  new  one. 


BRITISH  GUIANA  ADDRESSES 

Very  Rev.  E.  Moriarty,  S.F.M.;  J.  McNamara,  S.F.M.;  K.  MacAulay,  S.F.M. 

Our  Lady  of  Fatima  Church,  30  North  Road,  Bourda, 

Georgetown,  British  Guiana. 

B.  Kirby,  S.F.M. ; L.  Wall,  S.F.M.  J.  Moriarty,  S.F.M. ; F.  Thornley,  S.F.M. 

New  Amsterdam,  Port  Mourant,  Corentyne, 

Berbice,  British  Guiana.  Berbice,  British  Guiana. 
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Among  the  teeming  millions  of  Japan  there  are  uncounted  thousands  of  little  ones 
bowing  their  heads  to  Buddha.  (See  picture  at  left.)  Help  bring  them  to  the  Heart  of 
Christ  by  your  prayer  and  sacrifice. 


MY  KINDERGARTEN  KIDDIES 

By  DAVID  FITZPATRICK,  S.F.M. 


AND  SOMEONE  SAID  it  was  so 
quiet  in  the  country!  I beg  to 
differ.  With  80  “chilluns”  in  daily 
attendance  at  our  Kindergarten 
here  in  Aino,  I assure  you  it  is  any- 
thing but  peaceful.  Japanese  boys 
and  girls  are  every  bit  as  talkative, 
if  not  more  so,  than  boys  and  girls 
back  home.  Put  80  of  them  to- 
gether and  you  can  be  sure  that 
there  are  few  silent  moments  — at 
times  bedlam  reigns  supreme. 


AS  A MEANS  OF  contacting 
pagans,  Catholic  Kindergartens 
play  one  of  the  leading  roles  in 
the  mission  here  in  Japan.  One 
would  have  to  realize  the  role  edu- 
cation plays  in  the  life  of  a Japan- 
ese, to  appreciate  the  gratitude 
they  show  towards  anyone  who  as- 
sists them  in  their  education,  no 
matter  how  meagre  that  role  may 
be.  The  interest  shown  in  them, 
and  the  assistance  given  in  provid- 
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Little  friends  of  Father  Dave. 

ing  a Kindergarten  for  their  use 
goes  a long  way  in  breaking  down 
the  traditional  reserve  they  feel  to- 
wards strangers.  True,  there  are  no 
startling  results,  as  yet,  in  the  way 
of  converts  through  the  provision 
of  Kindergartens  but  I'm  firmly 
convinced  that  in  years  to  come  the 
services  now  rendered  the  people 
will  pay  off  greatly  in  souls  for 
Christ.  A long-range  view  is  neces- 
sary, for  centuries  of  Buddhistic  be- 
lief and  practice  are  not  easily  cast 
aside.  So  much  has  to  be  over- 
come before  we  can  hope  for 
tangible  results. 

HERE  IN  OUR  mission  of  Aino, 
in  southern  Japan,  we  have  con- 
ducted a Kindergarten  for  the  past 
two  years.  Among  the  160  children 
who  have  “graduated”,  only  one 
was  a Catholic.  The  other  159  are 
pagans  all.  The  one  or  two  years 
spent  in  our  Kindergarten  where 
they  learn  a little  about  Jesus-sama 
and  Maria-sama,  may  not  profound- 
ly influence  their  future  lives;  but 
the  great  advantage  of  their  enroll* 
ment  lies  in  the  fact  that  160  fam- 
ilies in  Aino  have  come  to  know 
something  about  Christ,  and  this 


The  Play’s  the  thing! 


knowledge  had  enkindled  a deeper 
interest  in  the  Church.  The  Sign 
of  the  Cross,  the  Our  Father,  the 
Hail  Mary,  grace  before  and  after 
meals,  along  with  the  other  prayers 
and  hymns  the  children  learn  at  the 
Kindergarten  fall  like  good  seed 
into  the  lives  of  their  older  brothers 
and  sisters,  as  well  as  their  parent; 
they  ask  for  a more  detailed  ex- 
planation of  what  they  hear  from 
the  little  ones.  One  mother  hurried 
up  to  the  Church  one  evening  to 
learn  the  grace  before  and  after 
meals  — her  wee  son  who  attends 
the  Kindergarten  insists  on  saying 
it  before  each  meal.  That  day  he 
had  forgotten  part  of  it,  so  asked 
his  mother  to  help  him  out.  How- 
ever, she  knew  less  than  the  child; 
so,  putting  him  off  saying  she  would 
teach  it  to  him  correctly  later  on, 
she  hastened  to  the  Church  and 
took  a rush  course  in  the  prayer. 
Several  parents  have  asked  for 
further  religious  instruction;  God 
willing,  they  soon  may  be  led  to 
love  and  believe  in  Christ. 

THE  DIFFERENT  PLAYS  put 
on  by  the  children  during  the  year 
provide  pagans  with  an  insight  into 
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Oh  to  be  an  actor! 


Graduation  exercises. 


various  Catholic  doctrines.  Some 
of  these  productions,  being  educa- 
tional, prove  to  be  very  amusing. 
Last  Christmas  as  the  children  were 
portraying  several  scenes  in  the  life 
of  our  Blessed  Mother  leading  up 
to  the  birth  of  Christ,  the  Annun- 
ciation scene  received  a new  twist. 
One  of  the  wee  lassies,  as  the  Arch- 
angel Gabriel,  came  circling  onto 
the  stage.  At  the  same  time  she 
seemed  to  be  rather  uncertain  as 
to  where  to  find  Maria-sama.  Dur- 
ing her  whirling  dance  the  unpre- 
dictable happened  — the  elastic 
supporting  her  “panties”  gave  way. 
However,  unabashedly  she  stopped 
her  dance,  fixed  up  her  “apparel”, 
and  carried  on  as  if  nothing  had 
happened.  Such  things  do  happen 
even  to  a little  pagan  Archangel! 
Finally,  she  located  Maria-sama, 
and  delivered  her  message. 

RECENTLY  we  held  our  second 
“Graduation  Exercise”.  Kinder- 
garten graduations  here  in  Japan 
are  quite  the  affairs;  all  the  notables 
in  town  are  on  hand,  there  are 
speeches  galore.  Of  course,  the 
proud  parents,  too,  are  present  to 
see  their  “pride  and  joy”  receive 


their  diplomas.  This  year,  decid- 
ing to  start  the  day  off  with  a spe- 
cial Mass,  we  invited  all  the  parents 
and  guests  to  attend.  It  was  the 
first  time  most  of  them  had  been 
inside  the  Church,  and  the  first 
time  they  had  ever  witnessed  Mass. 
They  were  indeed  impressed  by  the 
ceremonies  of  Mass  — I only  hope 
and  pray  the  impressions  are 
lasting. 

AS  EACH  GROUP  of  graduates 
leaves  our  Kindergarten  we  hope 
that  the  happy  contact  they  have 
had  with  Catholicism  in  their  very 
early  years  will  blossom  forth  later 
to  lead  them  and  their  loved  ones 
to  Christ.  Pray  for  them,  please 
do,  and  for  me. 


NOTE 

Total  enrollment  for  the  schools 
is  now  66,285  (19,303  boys  and  46,- 
982  girls)  while  the  enrollment  for 
the  kindergartens  (as  of  May  1)  is 
36,441.  Catholics  number  3,202 
among  the  boy  students,  5,362 
among  the  girls  and  1,474  among 
the  Kindergarten  children. 
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JUBILARIANS  - 1955 


1 

Among  the  activities  tilling  Very  Rev. 
Alphonsus  Chafe’s  twenty-five  years  of 
priesthood  have  been:  nearly  nine  years 
editing  the  Society’s  magazine;  Regional 
Superior  in  Santo  Domingo  for  six 
years;  Vicar-General  of  the  Society 
since  1949.  Serious  illness  struck  him 
in  April,  1943,  but  fortunately,  his  re- 
covery was  complete  and  permanent. 
Here  he  is  pictured  at  his  desk  in  Santo 
Domingo. 


n two  mission-fields  Fr.  Joseph  King 
las  left  lasting  impressions.  From 
)ctober,  1931,  until  January  1941,  he 
aboured  in  China  with  such  success 
hat  the  people  of  the  place  thought  he 
hould  be  made  an  idol!  Since  Novem- 
ber, 1943,  he  has  worked  in  the 
| )ominican  Republic,  his  views  on 
flvhich  are  given  in  this  issue.  Here  we 
|Jee  him  with  a group  of  children  in 
janto  Domingo. 


Three  long  years  in  a Red  prison  in 
China  highlights  Fr.  Arthur  Venadam’s 
span  of  twenty-five  years  in  the  mission- 
ary priesthood.  With  the  exception  of 
some  months  during  1936-37,  when  he 
was  recalled  to  Canada  for  campaign 
work,  Fr.  Venadam’s  term  in  China 
lasted  from  October,  1931,  to  May, 
1953,  when  he  was  released  from 
prison  and  arrived  in  Hongkong.  He  is 
shown  here  with  his  choral  altar-boy 
group.  He  now  goes  to  our  Mission 
House  in  Victoria,  B.C. 


November  second,  1930,  our  three  priests 
pose  with  Most  Reverend  Bishop 
Defebvre  who  has  just  ordained  them  in 
our  Seminary  chapel.  His  Excellency 
also  has  been  banished  by  the  Reds  from 
his  Episcopal  See  in  Ningpo,  China. 
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Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


"If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn” 

— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 

“When  he  shows  as  seeking  quarter. 

With  paws  like  arms  in  prayer, 

That  is  the  time  of  peril 

The  time  of  the  truce  of  the  Bear.” 

Rudyard  Kipling.  1898. 

qpHIS  is  it.  That  time  of  peril.  That  moment  when  the  Bear  is  seeking 
quarter  because  his  offensive  tactics  have  failed.  But  make  no  mistake 
about  it.  He  is  not  praying.  He  is  not  offering  any  genuine  truce.  He  is 
seeking  quarter  only  to  gain  time;  only  to  organize  for  another  tactical 
manoeuvre.  The  shifty  movement  of  his  beady  little  eyes  betrays  the 
conciliatory  gesture  of  his  uplifted  paws.  He  is  searching  for  a weak  spot. 
He  is  hoping  we  will  let  down  our  guard.  He  is  ready  to  come  at  us  with 
all  the  pent-up  fury  of  hatred  and  frustration.  His  “objective”  is  the  same 
as  always.  Our  utter  destruction.  It  has  not  changed,  will  not  change, 
cannot  change.  There  has  come  to  be  no  room  for  both  of  us  in  this  neck 
of  the  woods  known  as  the  modern  world.  One  or  the  other  must  go  down, 
finally,  irrevocably,  forever.  Were  he  to  deviate  from  this  objective  he 
would  cease  to  be  the  Russian  Bear. 

We  know  this,  don’t  we,  by  now!  Surely  our  diplomats  and  politicians 
didn’t  just  get  over  — on  the  last  boat  from  little  Alice’s  Wonderland. 
Presently  disposed  as  they  are  to  accept  the  Geneva  atmosphere  of  sweet- 
ness and  light  as  a sign  of  a real  change  of  heart  on  the  part  of  the  Bear, 
they  must  have  been  rudely  jolted  out  of  their  dream  world  when  they 
read  Boss  Krushchev’s  speech  at  the  recent  banquet  tendered  to  the  leaders 
of  East  Germany.  It  was  a remarkable  speech.  Were  Stalin  alive  he  would 
probably  have  dubbed  it  “deviationism”  from  the  Communist  Party  Line 
of  perpetual  deception  and  it  might  have  been  curtains  for  brother 
Krushchev.  (Incidentally,  were  Stalin  alive  he  might  tell  the  Kremlin  boys 
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of  a real  change  in  his  own  present  point  of  view.)  For  two  reasons  it  was 
a remarkable  speech.  1.  It  telegraphed  the  Russian  punch.  2.  It  told  the 
truth.  It  was  the  most  honest  and  unusual  speech  I have  ever  known  to 
emanate  from  Russia’s  top  brass,  unusual,  of  course,  because  of  its  honesty. 
There  are  those  who  say  that  the  Boss  was  in  his  cups,  the  life  of  the  party, 
feeling  no  pain  whatsoever.  Be  that  as  it  may,  he  said  in  effect  that,  while 
for  the  moment  Russia  was  smiling,  the  smile  really  didn't  mean  a thing. 
Her  objective  had  not  changed.  It  was  still  world  conquest,  which,  of 
course,  included  the  eventual  enslavement  of  the  United  States.  You  might 
as  well  expect  a shrimp  to  whistle,*  said  Krushchev,  as  to  expect  the  Com- 
munists to  deviate  from  the  tenets  of  Engels,  Marx  and  Lenin,  in  other 
words  from  the  objective  of  total  conquest  of  the  world.  That  should  be 
plain  enough  for  those  who  have  ears  to  hear.  But  it  is  still  not  plain 
enough  for  the  liberals  of  America.  They  apparently  weren’t  with  us  when 
we  tuned  in  on  the  Russian  banquet.  At  the  moment  they  are  yelping 
more  furiously  than  ever  for  further  appeasement  of  the  Russian  Bear  who, 
this  time,  has  really  had  a change  of  heart . They  are  even  conspiring  to 
endanger  our  effort  towards  National  security.  There  is  no  danger,  any 
more.  Geneva  has  changed  the  world.  So  three  hundred  and  sixty 
notables”,  among  them  an  astounding  number  of  Professors  and  Protestant 
Ministers  (I  have  the  complete  list  of  signatures)  have  gone  so  far  as  to 
petition  the  Supreme  Court  to  void  the  McCarran  Act,  in  a campaign  to 
end  the  exposure  and  prosecution  of  Communists  throughout  the  nation. 

# # # 

For  those  who  were  “out  to  lunch”  when  the  Krushchev  speech  was 
broadcast,  let  us  recall  another,  almost  equally  famous  and  certainly 
equally  to  the  point.  It  was  made  by  one  Manuilsky,  the  gentleman  who 
presided  over  the  United  Nations  Security  Council  in  1949  and  it  was  an 
address  at  the  Lenin  School  of  Political  Warfare  in  Moscow  many  years 
ago.  It  was  a veritable  preview  of  the  present  tactics  of  the  Geneva  Bear. 
It  reads:  “War  to  the  hilt  between  Communism  and  Capitalism  is  inevi- 
table . . . To  win  we  shall  need  the  element  of  surprise.  The  bourgeoisie 
will  have  to  be  put  to  sleep.  So  we  shall  begin  by  launching  the  most 
spectacular  peace  movement  on  record.  There  will  be  electrifying  over- 
tures and  unheard  of  concessions.  The  Capitalistic  countries,  stupid  and 
decadent,  will  rejoice  to  co-operate  in  their  own  destruction.  They  will 
leap  at  another  chance  to  be  friends.  As  soon  as  their  guard  is  down  we 
will  smash  them  with  our  clenched  fists.” 

Clear  enough.  The  Capitalistic  countries,  stupid  and  decadent,  will 
rejoice  to  co-operate  in  their  own  destruction.  I cannot  imagine  a more 
concise  summing-up  of  the  present  reaction  to  the  “spirit  of  Geneva.” 

“Invade  Korea.  The  U.S.  will  not  hit  back  at  China  beyond  the  Yalu 
River.”  Famous  last  words  that  cost  America  a war.  Words  from  the 
master  spies  Burgess  and  Maclean,  top  ranking  British  diplomats  with 

* Nikita  S.  Krushchev,  Communist  party  chief  at  a reception  for  East  Germans:  “If  anyone 
thinks  our  smiles  mean  that  we  abandon  teachings  of  Marx,  Engels,  and  Lenin,  he  is  deceiving 
himself  cruelly.  You  might  as  well  say  that  Easter  always  falls  on  Tuesday.”  (Marguerite  Higgins’ 
version;  United  Press  quoted  the  Soviet  leader:  “.  . . might  as  well  wait  for  a shrimp  to  learn 
how  to  whistle.”)  . . . 
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access  to  private  cables  on  high  decisions  that  flowed  back  and  forth  from 
Washington  to  London. 

The  scene,  North  Korea  and  Southern  Manchuria.  The  time,  Novem- 
ber 1950.  The  war  was  almost  over  and  some  U.S.  troops  had  reached  as 
far  as  the  Southern  banks  of  the  Yalu.  By  his  superb  military  strategy  at 
Inchon,  General  MacArthur  had  cut  off  and  encircled  hundreds  of  thous- 
ands of  North  Koreans  who  had  struck  South  on  June  25th.  They  were 
ready  to  throw  in  the  towel.  There  was  even  talk  of  getting  the  boys  home 
by  Christmas. 

True,  a few  Chinese  had  turned  up  among  captured  Korean  units. 
Volunteers,  so  the  story  went.  But,  apart  from  treachery  and  a stab  in  the 
back  which  could  never  enter  into  his  calculations,  General  MacArthur 
rightly  concluded  that  no  Chinese  military  commander  would  be  mad 
enough  to  engage  in  all-out  war.  It  would  be  utter  suicide.  For  at  the 
disposal  of  the  Commander  in  Chief  lay  the  devastating  air  and  sea  power 
that  had  flattened  Germany  and  beaten  Japan  to  her  knees.  What  a job 
could  be  done  upon  the  long  Chinese  supply  lines  streaming  down  from 
Manchuria,  leaving  their  “human  sea”  of  soldiers  without  weapons  or 
supplies! 

# # # 

Nobody  knew  better  than  the  wily  Chinese  that  such  an  attack  would 
be  the  sheerest  madness  unless  American  air  and  sea  power  could  be  re- 
stricted to  North  Korea.  Before  embarking  in  their  hour  of  decision  upon 
this  fateful  venture  they  would  have  to  have  assurance.  It  came.  From 
Burgess  and  Maclean.  Britain  had  long  been  urging  the  U.S.  to  refrain, 
regardless  of  provocation,  from  any  attack  North  of  the  Yalu.  With 
absolute  and  impudent  immunity,  from  their  protected  hornets’  nests 
across  the  River,  the  Red  Chinese  could  bomb  and  strafe  and  slaughter 
American  boys  while  the  hands  of  America’s  great  and  victorious  Com- 
mander were  literally  tied  behind  his  back.  Secret  information  had  been 
checked  and  double  checked.  By  Burgess  at  the  British  Embassy  in 
Washington  and  by  Maclean  at  the  Foreign  Office  in  London.  The  Reds 
were  taking  no  chances.  They  wanted  absolute  assurance  from  the  diplo- 
matic top  brass.  And  it  came.  Invade  Korea.  There  will  be  no  attack  by 
the  U.S.  Across  the  Yalu  River.  Famous  last  words  before  two  traitors 
took  off  behind  the  iron  curtain.  America  had  yielded  to  British  pressure 
and  given  the  fateful  assurance  that  precipitated  the  Chinese  entry  into 
the  war. 

The  rest  is  history.  Came  the  screaming  hordes  of  Chinese  with  utter 
disregard  for  death.  They  might  die  but  the  homeland  was  immune  from 
destruction.  Came  the  long  and  desperate  retreat  of  the  thin  U.S.  line, 
with  frozen  corpses  lining  the  way  and  helpless,  dying  men  slaughtered  by 
an  enemy  that  knew  no  mercy.  Sentenced  to  death,  after  hard  won  victory, 
by  “diplomatic  exchanges”  with  London.  Even  though  American  public 
opinion  hardened  and  there  was  a strong  clamor  for  retaliatory  measures 
across  the  Yalu,  America  kept  its  word  to  England.  At  the  end  of  the 
Korean  war  U.S.  casualties  were  31,000,  with  5,300  dead.  The  final  toll,  as 
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a result  of  this  unconscionable  treachery,  was  142,000  of  whom  33,600 
were  dead.  # # # 

So  — finally  — is  it  established  that  were  it  not  for  England’s  insistence 
upon  this  incredible  neutralising  of  American  air  and  sea  power,  there 
never  would  have  been  a Chinese  attack  upon  North  Korea.  Even  after 
this  treachery,  had  MacArthur  been  permitted  to  carry  out  his  plan  of 
bombing  across  the  Yalu,  blockading  the  Chinese  coast  and  initiating  a 
diversionary  attack  by  Chiang  Kai  Shek  on  the  Chinese  mainland,  it  is 
most  likely  that  the  Red  Government  would  have  been  overthrown  and 
belated  amends  made  to  our  Chinese  friends  for  their  betrayal  at  Yalta.  In 
Korea  it  would  have  been  clear  cut  victory  instead  of  a humiliating  truce 
that  leaves  that  country  in  imminent  danger  of  Red  conquest. 

The  mills  of  the  gods  grind  slowly.  The  truth  some  day  will  come  out. 
The  unfolding  of  the  Burgess-Maclean  story  is  but  another  chapter  in  the 
story  of  the  complete  vindication  of  one  of  the  greatest  military  geniuses 
and  greatest  Americans  this  country  has  ever  known. 
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A WORD  TO  THE  WISE  TEACHER 

Excellent  results  have  been  obtained  by  the  Audio  Visual  teacher  by  the  following  methodical 

approach  to  this  problem: 

1.  Teachers  first  acquaint  themselves  with  each  slide  or  filmstrip  and  its  particular  value 
as  a means  of: 

(a)  Illustrating  the  lesson. 

(b)  Exploiting  its  value  in  arousing  the  attention  and  enthusiasm  of  the  children. 

(c)  Giving  a clear,  understanding  grasp  of  the  lesson. 

2.  PREVIEW:  The  students  can  be  prepared  for  the  study  of  the  slides  or  filmstrips  by 

projecting  all  the  pictures  to  be  used  and  giving  a brief  running  commentary  on  each.  In 
this  way  a preview  of  the  whole  lesson  can  be  given. 

3.  STUDY:  A further  step  is  to  project  the  pictures  individually,  studying  each  to  bring  out 
the  ideas  it  contains  and  illustrates,  thus  pointing  to  its  particular  relation  to  the  subject 
under  study. 

Your  slides,  filmstrips  and  educational  moving  pictures  have  been  prepared  by  teaching 
authorities.  Use  them  well  and  wisely  in  reviewing  and  consolidating  knowledge  already 
gained. 
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A peaceful  stream?  Well,  perhaps.  It  certainly  isn’t  a deep  one,  nor  is 
it  wide.  But  what  is  not  seen  bedevils  the  traveller;  its  bed  is  strewn  with 
boulders  and  stones  around  and  through  and  over  which  our  jeep  has  had 
to  grope  its  way. 

What  a pleasure  it  will  be  to  pass  over  this  stream  now  that  a bridge 
has  been  built!  Many  government  officials  accompanied  me  when  I went 
to  bless  the  structure;  it  was  a happy  occasion  for  all  of  us.  In  the  years  to 
come  our  bridge  will  be  blessed  again  and  again  as  the  Most  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, Food  of  Wayfarers,  being  carried  to  souls  in  the  hills  beyond,  crosses 
over  it  safely  even  when  the  torrent  rages  below. 


FROM  FATHER 


CURCIO'S  LETTER 


Page  Twenty-two 


SCARBORO 


by  ALPHONSUS  CHAFE,  S.F.M. 


E T CETERA 


■ It  is  not  yet  fifty  years  since  the  United  States  ceased  to  be  a missionary  country. 
Up  to  1908  the  development  of  the  Church  in  the  U.S.A.  was  the  responsibility  of  the 
Propaganda  Fide,  that  great  missionary  arm  of  the  Church  in  Rome.  In  the  inter- 
vening years  the  progress  of  the  American  Church  has  excited  the  admiration  of  the 
whole  world.  And  now  she  is  paying  back  in  most  generous  measure  the  help  she 
formerly  had  needed  from  others.  Today,  seventy  per  cent  of  the  financial  support  of 
world  missions  comes  from  Catholics  of  the  U.S.A.  through  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith  Society.  Four  per  cent  of  the  Church’s  missionary  personnel  is  from  the  United 
States. 


* * * 


■ So  notable  is  the  expansion  of  all  forms  of  mission  effort  in  the  U.S.  that  it  was 
inevitable  that  the  American  genius  for  organization  would  demand  the  erection  of  a 
central  agency  to  coordinate  the  activities  of  various  mission  groups  and  Religious 
Societies  engaged  in  foreign  mission  work.  The  Hierarchy  of  the  U.S.A.  organized 
such  an  agency  six  years  ago  under  the  title  of  “The  Mission  Secretariate”,  with 
headquarters  in  Washington,  D.C.  The  Executive  Secretary  is  Father  Frederick 
McGuire,  a Vincentian  missionary  who  formerly  directed  Catholic  Relief  work  in  all 
China  and  who  then  had  as  assistants  (and  later,  successors)  Scar  boro’s  Father 
McGoey  and  Father  McKernan. 

* * * 


■ The  Mission  Secretariate  in  the  short  time  since  its  founding  has  done  a magnificent 
job  for  the  Missions.  Annually,  it  has  brought  together  representatives  of  all  the 
Mission-sending  Societies  of  the  U.S.A.  for  a discussion  of  mission  problems  and 
provided  helpful  direction  in  their  solutions.  Scarboro,  for  English-speaking  Canada, 
and  also  the  Quebec  Foreign  Mission  Society,  have  for  several  years  past  sent  delegates 
to  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Secretariate.  We  are  deeply  grateful  to  the  officials  of 
the  Secretariate  for  the  courtesy  of  their  invitations.  We  have  profited  greatly  by  our 
participation. 


sjc 


| Scarboro’s  Superior  General,  Father  McQuaid,  and  I,  attended  the  1955  meeting  in 
Washington  in  September.  It  was  the  largest  gathering  to  date.  More  than  300 
missionaries  were  there  and  the  general  Chairman,  as  always,  was  Bishop  Fulton 
Sheen,  giving  us  the  inspiration  of  his  mission  enthusiasm.  This  year’s  meeting  brought 
together  the  largest  number  of  Major  Superiors  of  Mission  Societies  ever  gathered. 
More  than  60  attended.  Group  gatherings  were  held  by  priests,  brothers,  sisters  and 
lay-apostles  — all  of  them  experts  in  their  own  fields  of  Vocation,  Promotion,  Editor- 
ship, Management,  etc.  The  mutual  sharing  of  experience  and  the  discussion  of  mutual 
problems  was  a stimulating  experience  for  all.  It  was  wonderful  to  see  so  many 
diverse  Orders  and  Societies  all  heartily  united  in  seeking  the  welfare  of  the  Foreign 
Missions.  The  personal  contacts  with  some  of  the  best-known  missionaries  in  the 
world  and  the  personal  acquaintance  with  directors  of  mission  activities  in  all  the 
Mission-sending  Societies  of  the  U.S.A.  was  in  itself  a great  benefit.  When  the  power- 
ful impact  of  the  Mission  Secretariate  and  its  component  Societies  is  exercised  to  the 
full  on  the  American  Clergy  and  Laity  in  the  years  ahead  then  a new  and  tremendously 
glorious  era  will  begin  for  the  Foreign  Missions. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-three 


Dreaming 


of  a Bright  Christmas, 


with  all  your  loved  ones  thoughtfully  remem- 
bered? Then,  be  sure  you  send  a 14"  Fatima 
statue  to  that  extra-special  someone.  It  will 
remind  him  or  her  of  you  for  many  years  to 
come,  especially  when  the  Rosary  is  being 
said  before  it. 

- PRICE  $5.00  - 

No  packing  and  no  mailing  problems  for  you.  We  will 
send  your  statue  FREE  of  shipping  charges  to  any  area 
in  Canada  served  by  the  Express  Companies  or  the 
Post  office  (air  express  extra). 

A card,  carrying  your  Christmas  Greetings, 
will  be  sent  in  your  name  to  the  person  re- 
ceiving the  statue. 


Lady  of  Fatima 


USE  THIS  HANDY  FORM 

Scarboro  Missions, 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 

Enclosed  please  find  $ Kindly  send  a 14"  Fatima  Statue  to 

the  following  person.  (Please  print  name  and  address)  : 

Name:  

Address:  


N.B. — Post  Office  will  not  guarantee  Christmas  delivery  if  mailed  after 

December  1 0th. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Two  nine-year-olds  were  watching  the 
free  show  at  the  Shorehaven  Beach  Club 
in  the  Bronx  and  one  of  them  kept 
sniffling.  A woman  nearby  finally  ad- 
vised him,  in  some  irritation,  to  blow  his 
nose.  The  kid  paid  no  attention,  just 
kept  sniffling. 

“Ya  better  do  what  she  says,”  his  pal 
advised.  “After  all,  she  ain’t  your 
mother.”  — Robt.  Sylvester,  Chicago 
Tribune  - N.  Y.  News  Syndicate. 

* * * 

The  golf  pro  was  explaining  the  rules 
of  the  game  to  a young  female  who  had 
never  played  before. 

“The  idea,”  said  the  instructor,  “is  to 
try  to  sink  the  ball  into  that  hole.” 

“Oh,  that  sounds  like  fun,”  cried  the 
girl.  “And  who’s  supposed  to  stop  me?” 
— E.  E.  Kenyon,  American  Weekly 

The  braggart  was  letting  everyone 
know  that  he  could  bend  a horseshoe 
with  his  bare  hands.  Finally  one  farmer 
had  had  enough.  “That’s  nothing,”  he 
said.  “My  wife  can  tie  up  ten  miles  of 
telephone  wire  with  her  chin.” 

— Automotive  Dealer  News 
* * * 

“So  you  have  two  grown  daughters,” 
commented  a solicitous  friend.  “Do  they 
live  at  home  with  you?” 

“Oh,  no,”  answered  the  father.  “They’re 
not  married  yet.” 

— Louisville  Courier- Journal  Magazine 

* * * 

The  party  over,  the  host  offered  to 
drive  one  of  his  guests  home.  It  was 
raining  buckets  and  twice  they  narrowly 
avoided  an  accident,  whereupon  the  ner- 
vous guest  tactfully  suggested  it  might 
help  if  they  started  the  windshield 
wiper. 

“That  wouldn’t  help  much,”  replied 
the  driver.  “Like  a fool,  I left  my 
glasses  home!”  — Tit  Bits 


“Can  a leopard  change  its  spots?”  the 
teacher  asked  her  class  of  tiny  tots. 

The  children  all  agreed  that  he  could 
not — all,  that  is,  except  little  Willie. 

“So  you  think  a leopard  can  change 
his  spots?”  the  teacher  challenged  Willie. 

“Yes,”  Willie  replied.  “If  he  gets  tired 
of  one  spot,  he  can  get  up  and  change  to 
another  spot.” — Oral  Hygiene. 

* * * 

The  six-year-old  moppet  of  a writer 
we  know  was  playing  with  several  other 
small  fry.  All  the  others  had  make-shift 
capes  slung  over  their  shoulders  and 
were  running  around  wildly,  shouting 
“Watch  out,  I’m  Superman!” 

The  little  girl  watched  them  critically 
for  a few  minutes,  then  called  a halt. 

“I’m  not  allowed  to  watch  Superman,” 
she  announced.  “Let’s  play  Bishop 
Sheen. 

— E.  E.  Kenyon,  American  Weekly 

* * * 

Nero  was  talking  with  one  of  his  offi- 
cers. “We’re  not  making  much  money 
out  of  this  amphitheatre,”  he  commented. 

“No,”  sighed  the  officer,  “the  lions  are 
eating  up  all  the  prophets. 

Oral  Hygiene 

❖ * * 

“Willie,”  remonstrated  the  teacher, 
“you  shouldn’t  talk  like  that  to  your  play- 
mate. Had  you  ever  thought  of  heaping 
coals  of  fire  on  his  head?” 

“No,  ma’am,  I hadn’t,”  admitted 
Willie.  “But  it’s  a peach  of  an  idea!” 

Oral  Hygiene 

* * * 

“Did  you  fish  with  flies?”  asked  a 
friend  of  the  returned  vacationer. 

“Fish  with  flies?  Yes,  we  fished, 
camped,  dined  and  slept  with  them.” 

— Supervision 

* * * 

With  some  people,  thought  is  merely 
an  impediment  to  conversation. 

— Better  Farming 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
MISSIONARIES 


Dear  J.  M’ers, 

How  many  of  you  are  fond  of  bullies?  think  they  are  real  great  guys? 
hope  you'll  grow  to  be  one  soon?  After  all,  a bully  only  has  to  threaten 
people  to  get  what  he  or  she  (yes,  girls  can  be  bullies,  too)  wants.  Bullies 
are  blackmailers,  people  who  extort  money  or  services  from  other  people. 
Maybe  I should  have  started  out  asking  how  many  of  you  are  blackmailers. 
Would  you  be  surprised  if  you  found  out  you  yourself  are  one?  Let's  get 
together  and  see  if  you  are. 

If  mother  asks  you  to  run  an  errand  when  you  want  to  play  football, 
and  you  go  out  slamming  the  door  because  you’re  mad,  you’re  a bully  and 
a blackmailer. 

If  you’re  told  to  do  the  dishes  when  you  want  to  read  the  funnies,  and 
you  rattle  things  around  the  kitchen  and  sulk,  you’re  a bully  and  a 
blackmailer. 

If  you  insist  on  rewards  for  work  you  ought  to  do  to  help  at  home;  if 
you  make  things  tough  around  the  house  by  your  disobedience  or  your  ill- 
given  obedience;  if  you  don’t  consider  the  wishes  of  your  family  members 
— then  you  are  a bully  and  a blackmailer  because  you  are  extorting  from 
others  the  means  to  satisfy  your  own  selfishness. 

Don’t  kid  yourself!  God  knows  your  every  thought  and  word  and 
deed;  He  sees  into  the  secret  recesses  of  your  heart.  So,  if  there  is  anything 
of  the  bully  and  the  blackmailer  in  you,  start  right  now  to  root  it  out.  Do 
this  and  you  will  have  happiness  in  your  heart  because  that  is  what  God 
promises  to  those  who  love  others  for  His  sake. 

Father  Jim. 
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CHAPTER  SIX 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 


by  PATRICIA  McDONOUGH 


The  weather  in  China  is  something  to  complain  about  indeed,  espe- 
cially when  the  crops  fail.  The  land  of  Kabu  had  always  seen  beautiful, 
sunny  days,  touched  with  a mixture  of  rain,  just  wet  enough  to  keep  the 
rice  fields  green.  For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  this  land,  there  was 
a torrent  of  rain  that  drowned  the  growing  rice,  and  destroyed  the  entire 
crop.  As  a result,  there  was  no  food  anywhere  in  Kabu.  Everyone  was 
starving,  including  the  people  in  the  palace.  Everyone  feared  the  coming 
of  winter,  because  they  knew  they  would  die  of  starvation.  Soon  they  all 
flocked  to  the  palace  to  seek  the  advice  of  their  great  and  wise  ruler,  Prince 
Joseph. 

“My  people,"  declared  the  Prince,  “I  don’t  know  what  can  have  hap- 
pened. A scourge  has  been  laid  upon  our  land  for  some  reason,  but  we 
must  be  patient  until  God  is  willing  to  lift  it  from  our  lives.  Until  then, 
we  must  bear  this  suffering  as  the  Man  on  the  Cross  has  taught.  I will  go 
now  into  the  fields  and  pray;  perhaps  I might  find  there  the  source  of  all 
the  trouble.” 

The  Prince  went  into  the  fields,  with  the  Holy  Light  guiding  him  on 
his  way.  He  gazed  with  sadness  upon  the  fields  flooded  by  the  heavy  rains. 
Then  he  addressed  them  in  a loud  voice: 

“Why  can’t  you  grow  your  grain,  rice-fields?  What  is  the  cause  of 
your  distress?” 

“We  are  swollen  with  grief,”  moaned  the  rice-fields.  “Oh,  Prince,  too 
often  have  we  felt  the  tears  of  China  pouring  from  the  heavens.  China  is 
crying  today  as  she  never  cried  before.  No  longer  can  we  bear  our  fruit.” 

“What  has  caused  these  tears  to  flow  throughout  the  land?”  the  Prince 
inquired. 

One  rice  field  wailed  the  answer. 

“Oh,  Prince,  save  us  from  the  wicked  man,  the  man  in  the  village  to 
the  south.  He  is  stealing  all  our  grain.  Save  us  from  this  man,  who  beats 
the  women  and  men,  and  tries  to  steal  away  the  innocent  minds  of  the 
young.  He  is  a man  who  sins;  his  sin  spreads  far  and  wide  into  many 
homes  destroying  all  goodness  which  once  was  there.  Save  us,  we  pray! 
Save  us,  oh,  Prince!  Destroy  this  tyrant  of  evil!” 

“I  leave  at  once.”  With  these  words  the  Prince  disappeared  over  the 
mountain  and  continued  his  journey  until  he  came  to  the  village  in  the 
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south.  He  was  shocked  by  what  he  saw.  The  streets  were  deserted  except 
for  the  rubbish  and  dirt  everywhere.  The  lights  were  dim  in  the  houses; 
all  the  doors  were  barred,  even  to  the  Prince.  The  city  was  afraid  the 
sins  of  the  Evil  One  might  enter.  Where  would  he  strike  next? 

The  Prince  did  not  have  long  to  wait  before  he  found  out.  Soon  he 
heard  a beautiful,  deep  voice  singing  through  the  streets.  Its  song  had  an 
exotic  charm  which  could  lure  the  heartstrings  of  anyone.  Then  the 
Prince  came  face  to  face  with  the  Evil  One. 

He  towered  before  him.  A harsh  light  picked  up  his  handsome  face 
with  its  strange  beauty,  while  his  exquisite  robes  flowed  into  darkness. 

“Who  are  you?”  demanded  the  Prince. 

“Oh,  ho!”  laughed  the  handsome  man.  “I  am  whom  people  call  the 
Evil  One.” 

“Why  have  you  come  to  this  land?” 

“Well,  it’s  like  this,”  said  the  Evil  One.  “I  just  can’t  resist  the  attrac- 
tion of  innocent  children.  How  silly  they  are  to  believe  in  notions  of  hell 
and  damnation.  You  have  taught  them  nonsense.  I want  to  teach  them 
the  art  of  living  well.  You  know  what  I mean,  don’t  you?  Oh,  no,  I 
forgot;  you  have  never  associated  with  the  right  kind  of  people;  the  ones 
who  know  how  to  live  their  lives  to  the  fullest.  Hell?  Who  ever  heard  of 
such  a silly  superstition?  Ha-ha-ha-ha!”  The  laugh  of  the  Evil  One  rang 
through  the  village.  The  houses  trembled  on  their  foundations. 

“So  you  don’t  believe  in  hell?”  The  Prince’s  question  was  bold. 

“Do  you  think  I’m  a child?”  questioned  the  Evil  One  in  his  rude 
manner. 

“You  don’t  have  far  to  go  to  find  a hell,”  the  Prince  answered,  “just 
look  around  you,  Evil  One.  This  village  is  a hell  to  these  people.  It  is 
hell  on  earth  since  you  have  come.  There  is  no  life;  there  is  no  laughter 
ringing  through  the  houses;  there  is  only  fear  and  waste.  That  is  hell  to 
them.  The  fields  are  barren,  and  the  hearts  of  the  people  can  never  rest 
since  they  are  enslaved  by  the  chains  of  fear.  Only  misery  grows,  increasing 
day  after  day,  reminding  them  of  their  once-happy  life.  In  spite  of  your- 
self, Evil  One,  you  have  proved  to  these  people  that  hell  does  exist.” 

The  Evil  One  knew  this  was  true,  but  he  only  laughed  again. 

“Go  from  this  place  at  once!”  ordered  the  Prince,  taking  from  under 
his  gown  the  large  Cross  made  from  the  teakwood  tree.  The  Cross  shed  a 
ray  of  light  into  the  Evil  One’s  eye. 

“Take  it  away!”  he  cried.  “It’s  blinding  me!”  he  shouted  as  he  started 
to  run  out  of  the  village.  Further  and  further  he  ran,  never  stopping  until 
he  had  disappeared  over  the  high  mountain  which  leads  out  of  the  land  of 
Kabu. 

No  sooner  had  the  Evil  One  disappeared,  when  the  sky  rolled  away  its 
clouds  and  the  sun  shone  upon  the  rice  fields,  drying  up  the  flood  water. 
Once  again  crops  grew,  and  there  was  happiness  in  the  land  of  Kabu. 

Page  Twenty-eight  SCARBORO 


■ 


QUEBEC: 

St.  John’s  High,  Campbell’s  Bay 
St.  Joseph’s,  Farrellton 
St.  Joseph’s,  Mt.  Royal 
Marianopolis  College,  Montreal 
St.  Malachy’s  Girls,  Montreal 
Superior  School,  Noranda 
Leonard  School,  Quebec 
St.  Patrick’s  High,  Quebec 
St.  Michael’s,  Riverbend 
R.C.  School,  Senneterre 
St.  Willibrord,  Verdun 
P.E.I.: 

Palmer  Rd.  SS,  St.  Louis 
Junior  Unit,  CCSMC,  Tignish 
NOVA  SCOTIA: 

St.  Andrew’s,  Antigonish 

St.  Peter’s,  Dartmouth 

St.  Ann’s,  Glace  Bay 

St.  Francis,  Halifax 

Oxford  School,  Halifax 

Mt.  St.  Vincent  Soladity,  Halifax 

Holy  Family,  Inverness 

Lakeside  School,  Samsonville 

Stella  Maris,  River  Bourgeois 

NEWFOUNDLAND: 

R.C.  School,  Avondale 
Immaculate  Conception 
Academy,  Bell  Is. 

St.  Joseph’s,  Bonavista 
R.C.  School,  Burin 
R.C.  School,  Catalina 
Corner  Brook: 

Sacred  Heart 
All  Hallows 
Regina  Reg.  High 
R.C.  School,  Conception  Hour 
St.  Joseph’s,  Gander 
Presentation  Convent,  Hr.  Grace 
All  Hallows,  Humbermouth 
Convey  School,  Marystown 
St.  Patrick’s,  Melrose 
Corpus  Christ,  Northern  Bay 
St.  Patrick’s,  Oderin 
St.  Edward’s,  Petty  Hour 
R.C.  School,  Summerville 
Presentation  Convent,  St.  John’s 
Holy  Cross,  St.  John’s 
St.  Michael’s,  Stephenville 
Crossing 

Holy  Trinity,  Witless  Bay 
Notre  Dame  Academy, 

Grand  Falls 
Holyrood  School 
North  Arm  School 
Lourdes  School 


All  Hallows,  North  River 
Pt.  La  Haye  and  Gaskier 
School 

Berryhead  School,  Port 
au  Port 

Point  au  Mai  School 
St.  John’s,  Placentia  Bay 
Mt.  Carmel,  Salmonier 
Avondale  Central,  Avondale 
NEW  BRUNSWICK: 

Our  Lady  of  Mt.  Carmel, 

St.  John 

St.  Patrick’s,  W.  St.  John 

O.  L.  of  Good  Counsel,  Turgeon 

ALBERTA: 

St.  John’s,  Calgary 
High  School,  Clandonald 
Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  Edmonton 
St.  Joseph’s  High,  Lethbridge 
Dr.  Swift  School,  Lac  La  Biche 
Notre  Dame,  Morinville 
BRITISH  COLUMBIA: 

St.  Joseph’s,  Vancouver 
SASKATCHEWAN: 

R.C.  School,  Englefeld 
R.C.  School,  Humboldt 
R.C.  School,  Handel 
MANITOBA: 

St.  Michael’s,  Brandon 
ONTARIO: 

R.C.  SS  3,  Admaston 

St.  Mary’s,  Almonte 

St.  Anthony,  Amherstburg 

St.  John,  Amherstburg 

St.  Joseph’s,  High,  Barrie 

St.  Mary’s,  Barrie 

St.  Joseph’s,  Barry’s  Bay 

Sacred  Heart,  Batawa 

St.  Michael’s,  Belleville 

O.  L.  of  Fatima,  Brantford 

St.  Basil’s,  Brantford 

Brougham  SS  4,  Black  Donald 

St.  Patrick’s  Cobalt 

St.  Columban’s  Girls,  Cornwall 

R.C.  School,  Dryden 

Holy  Name,  Essex 

Imm.  Conception,  Formosa 

St.  Stanislaus,  Guelph 

Hamilton: 

St.  Joseph’s 
St.  Lawrence 
St.  Brigid’s 
R.C.  School,  Killaloe 
St.  Joseph’s,  Kitchener 
St.  Teresa,  Kitchener 
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SACRIFICE 
TO  FILL  A 
SCARBORO 
NEED! 

★ 


“Share  Your  Christmas  Happiness  With  Us” 

WILL  "OTHER  CHRISTS" 
BE  TURNED  AWAY  BECAUSE  THERE 
IS  NO  ROOM  IN  OUR  SEMINARY? 
THE  ANSWER  LIES  ONLY  WITH  YOU! 

If  you  will  send  a Christmas  Offering  to  our  Seminary  Building  Fund 
you  will  have  the  happiness  of  knowing  such  a gift  will  go  on  through  the 
years  doing  good  on  earth  and  helping  to  bring  countless  souls  home  to 
Heaven. 

- HELP  US  HELP  YOU  HELP  OTHERS  - 
— Our  address  — 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.#  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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NOVEMBER  SPECIAL 

HOLY  SOULS  BURSE 

Remember! 

Only  the  Interest 

on  a completed  Burse  — $5,000.00  — is 
used  in  the  education  of  young  men  to 
the  missionary  priesthood. 

THE  PRINCIPLE  REMAINS  INTACT. 

YOUR  MONEY  WILL  WORK  FOREVER 

for  God  and  Souls  by  financing  a steady 
succession  of  worthy  seminarians  through 
their  course  of  study. 


Scarboro’s  "No  Worry  ” Christmas  Packet 


We  will  send  a letter  to  the  family  which  is  to  receive  this  beautiful  expression 
of  your  Christmas  Wishes,  telling  its  members  of  your  kind  thoughts  of  them. 

"SCARBORO  MISSIONS " and  " HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE " 
“The  gift  for  all  the  family.” 

"SCARBORO  MISSIONS'7  $2.00  FOR  2 YEARS 

Without  Christ  there  would  be  no  Christmas.  Your  Scarboro  Fathers  are 
“other  Christs”  carrying  the  peace  of  Bethlehem  to  far-distant  lands.  Sus- 
tain and  encourage  them  by  subscribing  to  the  magazine  that  tells  you  of 
their  efforts;  it  is  “ Scarboro  Missions 


"HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE"  $2.00  THE  COPY 

This  book  by  Fr.  Stringer,  S.F.M.,  explains  simply  and  clearly  how  our 
Lady  came  at  Fatima  to  tell  us  her  divine  Son  must  be  reborn  in  us. 
Fifteen  meditations  on  the  mysteries  of  the  Rosary  round  out  this  volume 
and  make  it  a gift  to  be  cherished. 

— Order  now  — 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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OUT  OF 
THE  MOUTHS 
OF  BABES, 
A GOOD 
QUESTION 

(A  subscriber  writes) 

Dear  Father: 


The  other  day  my  little  daughter  asked  me  what  the  word  “subscrip- 
tion” meant.  I won’t  attempt  to  write  phonetically  her  pronunciation  of 
it.  She  plays  a game  with  her  grandpa;  he  teaches  her  outlandish  words 
and  then  she  springs  them  on  visitors. 


In  explaining  the  word  to  her  I had  to  mention  money,  of  course.  “Is 

our  subscription  paid  up,  Mummy?”  she  asked.  “Oh,  oh!”  I thought, 

“here’s  where  I get  into  deep  water!”  So,  Father,  I’m  enclosing  $ 

to  bring  mine  up-to-date.  Thanks  for  being  so  patient  and  forgive  my 

thoughtlessness  — there’s  no  other  word  for  it  — in  being  so  remiss  in  this 

matter.  . 

Sincerely  yours, 

Mary  


P.S.  My  husband  thinks  Msgr.  McGrath’s  writings  are  providential.  He 
must  be  a great  man  — Monsignor,  I mean.  I know  my  husband  is. 


missi 


Toronto,  Ont. 


On  September  eighth  last,  the  new  chapel 
of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  in  Georgetown, 
British  Guiana,  was  blessed  by  His  Lord- 
ship,  Bishop  Guilly,  SJ.,  D.D.,  O.B.E. 
These  young  girls  carry  the  statue  in 
procession  in  honour  of  the  occasion. 


On  the  way  to  the  blessing  are  (1.  to  r.) 
Edward  Moriarty,  S.F.M.,  Regional 
Superior  of  the  SCARBORO  FATHERS 
in  British  Guiana;  Bishop  Guilly;  Joseph 
McNamara,  S.F.M.;  Kenneth  MacAulay, 
S.F.M.,  and  Francis  Thomley,  S.F.M. 


SCARBORO  MARCHES  ON! 


Pictured  here  is  the  new  headquarters  of  “Scarboro  Missions”  in  Georgetown,  B.G. 
The  ground  floor  provides  the  temporary  chapel;  it  will  become  the  parish  hall  when 
the  new  church  is  built.  On  the  second  floor  are  the  parlours  and  meeting  rooms.  On 
the  third  floor  are  the  priests’  living  quarters. 

Pictures  by  L.  Raatgever 
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That'  God  may  lovingly  bless  and  guard 
fdU  and  bring  you  to  heaven  someday,  is  the 
^frrd0rful  Wish  of  each  and  every  member  of 
Wp  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

| WWe  have  come  a long  way,  old  friends , and 
your  constant  concern  for  us  has  been  a source 
of  steadying  encouragement  as  well  as  of 
inspiration  to  carry  on  in  spite  of  difficulties 
and  disappointments. 

There  are  millions  of  souls  still  wandering 
in  the  night  of  paganism . T hey , too,  must  be 
led  by  the  light  of  a star  — of  a thousand 
thousand  stars  — trailed  through  their  night 
of  spiritual  darkness  by  countless  missionaries 
like  your  Scarboro  Fathers . 

By  your  prayers  and  sacrifices  you  will  ful- 
fill the  destiny  that  is  so  gloriously  yours  — the 
sustaining,  the  encouraging,  the  helping  these 
“ other  Christs”  in  the  tremendous  fash 
face  them  as  they  strive  to  bring  (f peace  on 
earth  to  men  of  good  will.” 

— Editor. 
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Lest  We  Forget  Series 

WHY  DON’T  YOU 


TELL  US  OF  CHRIST  ? 


Page  Five 


CATHOLIC  CANADIANS  — 

MEET  THREE  NEW  SCARBORC 


Soon  to  be  ordained — but  with  another  full  term  to  go— our  three  AMBAS- 
SADORS have  GLOBAL  aspirations.  Please  keep  them  in  your  good  prayers. 
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ISSION  ARIES! 

The  Fruit  of  Prayer  and  Sacrifice 


Rev.  Vincent  McGough,  S.F.M.,  was 
born  in  Hamilton,  Ont.,  where  he  made 
his  early  studies.  When  the  family 
moved  to  Toronto,  he  attended  St. 
Michael’s  College  and  entered  the  Scar- 
boro  Foreign  Mission  Society  in  1950. 
He  will  be  ordained  by  His  Eminence, 
James  Cardinal  McGuigan,  on  December 
seventeenth,  in  Blessed  Sacrament 
Church,  Toronto. 


Looking  from  left  to  right  we  see  Vincent’s  father  and  mother,  his  sister,  Mrs.  Ed 
McNeely,  and  her  husband  and  his  parents.  Three  others  of  the  family  are  in  religious 
life:  two  brothers,  Fr.  Lawrence  and  Seminarian  Bernard;  and  a sister,  the  Rev.  Anne 
Marie  of  the  St.  Joseph  Order  in  Peterboro. 


Rev.  Peter  Toth,  S.F.M.,  saw 
the  light  of  day  in  Hamilton, 
Ont.  He  made  all  his  studies 
there,  ending  in  that  city’s 
Cathedral  High.  From  there  he 
went  to  Nazareth  House  in  St. 
Mary’s,  Ont.,  for  his  pre- 
Seminary  year  of  preparation. 
This  is  required  of  all  aspirants 
to  the  Society.  He  then  entered 
the  Scarboro  Mission  Seminary 
in  1950.  He  will  be  ordained 
in  Hamilton  on  December 
seventeenth  by  His  Excellency, 
Bishop  Ryan. 


Six  boys  and  three  girls,  and  Peter  the  youngest  of  them  all 
stand  amid  the  crowd  of  relations  who  came  to  see  him  at  St. 
Mary’s.  His  father  is  seated  fifth  from  the  left  in  the  front  row. 
Peter’s  mother  will  watch  his  ordination  from  heaven. 
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Rev.  Vinc°nt  Daniel  is  a Torontonian  from  Holy  Rosary  parish.  He  received  his 
education  in  his  parish  school  and  from  there  he  went  to  “St.  Mikes.”  Finding  the 
preparatory  year  at  St.  Mary’s  to  his  liking,  he  entered  the  Society’s  Seminary  in  1950. 
He  too  will  be  ordained  by  His  Eminence,  the  Cardinal,  on  December  seventeenth  in 
Blessed  Sacrament  Church,  Toronto. 


“Home  ain’t  a place  that  gold  can  buy  . . .,”  nor  can  it  procure  the  wonder  of  a 
vocation  to  the  missionary  priesthood.  These  happy  folks  are  (1.  to  r.)  Vincent’s 
father  and  mother;  his  Aunt  Catherine  (holding  child),  and  his  sister  Mary,  mother  of 
the  children. 


he  then  tackled  a tough  construction 


Just  before  press-time  a letter  was  re- 
ceived from  Father  Flaherty.  In  part  it 
says:  “We  held  the  opening  of  our  new 

Blessed  Sacrament  chapel  on  September 
twenty-fifth.  Quite  a number  of  priests 
from  various  Orders  joined  with  me  and 
visiting  Scarboro  Fathers  to  witness  the 
blessing  of  the  church  and  to  assist  at 
the  Solemn  High  Mass  sung  by  Rt.  Rev. 
Msgr.  Matsuoka,  Prefect-Apostolic  of 
Nagoya. 

After  the  sacred  ceremonies,  a dinner 
was  served  to  the  visiting  clergy  and  city 
officials;  sandwiches  and  pop  were  ready 
for  the  parishioners  and  their  friends.  It 
was  a wonderful  day  for  Scarboro-in- 
Japan. 


When  Irish 

« <‘#fo  con  id  refuse 


Fr.  Flaherty,  S.F.M.,  and  his  language 
teacher  in  Tokyo.  After  he  learned  to 
speak  Japanese  . . . 


I shall  always  remember  April 
27th,  1955,  as  a red-letter  day  in 
my  life.  For  on  that  day,  the  third 
Wednesday  after  Easter  and  Feast 
of  the  external  solemnity  of  St. 
Joseph,  ground  was  at  long  last 
broken  and  construction  finally  be- 
gun on  the  new  parish  of  Ichino- 
miya  entrusted  to  my  care  seven- 
teen months  previously.  A detailed 
report  of  all  the  powerful  factors, 
heavenly  and  otherwise,  which  have 
conspired  to  make  this  day  a real- 
ity, is  beyond  the  scope  of  this  ar- 
ticle. Just  why  a parish  eventually 
comes  into  being  in  this  city  rather 
than  that,  in  this  town  rather  than 
the  neighbouring  one,  is,  to  a great 
extent,  a mystery  of  the  inter-action 
of  Divine  Grace  and  the  adorable 
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Sighs  are  Yearning 

Father  Pawl  his  awe  desire  ? 


Providence  of  God.  Such  impon- 
derables defy  understanding  this 
side  of  Eternity.  And  yet,  in  the 
case  of  my  own  parish,  after  Our 
Lady  and  St.  Joseph  I am  inclined 
to  thank  the  powerful  intercession 
of  a number  of  not-too-well-known 
but  generous  sainted  souls  who 
shed  their  blood  for  the  Faith  well 
over  300  years  ago.  For  in  the  vi- 
cinity of  Ichinomiya  there  have 
been  found  several  Christian  tomb- 
stones whose  inscriptions,  still  quite 
legible,  bear  mute  but  eloquent 
testimony  to  the  fact  of  a once- 
flourishing  Christian  community 
here,  whose  members  received  the 
palm  of  martyrdom. 

Ichinomiya  is  a city  of  some 
100,000  people  situated  ten  miles 
from  the  industrial  metropolis  of 


Nagoya,  Japan’s  third  largest  city. 
There  have  been  churches  in  Na- 
goya, of  course,  long  before  the 
outbreak  of  World  War  II.  In 
spite  of  that  fact,  there  seems  to 
have  been  no  baptisms  in  Ichino- 
miya until  the  end  of  the  war. 
About  that  time  one  family  made 
contact  with  a Catholic  church  in 
Nagoya  and  in  due  time  all  its 
members  received  Baptism.  There- 
upon a zealous  Japanese  priest, 
rector  of  the  Junior  Seminary,  be- 
gan cycling  to  their  home  on  Sun- 
days to  offer  Holy  Mass  and  ad- 
minister the  Sacraments.  Thus,  a 
new  mission  station  came  into  be- 
ing, and  when  this  fine  young 
priest  was  moved  to  a distant  sec- 
tion of  the  diocese,  the  spiritual 
care  of  these  people  in  Ichinomiya 


. . . by  the  grace  of  God  and  the  help  of  SCARBORO’S  many  mission-minded  friends, 
his  new  quarters  have  become  a reality. 


was  entrusted  to  the  Scarboro 
Fathers  stationed  in  Nagoya.  By 
this  time,  the  original  Christian 
family  had  interested  some  of  their 
neighbours  in  the  Faith,  and  the 
number  of  new  Christians  had 
grown  considerably.  Scarboro 
priests  in  Nagoya  went  to  say  Mass 
each  Sunday  for  this  growing  group 
of  Catholics  until  November  1953. 
Then  Father  Michael  Dwyer,  our 
Society  Superior  in  Japan,  con- 
sulted with  the  Japanese  Bishop  of 
Nagoya  and  it  was  decided  that  the 
time  was  ripe  for  establishing  a 
permanent  centre  in  Ichinomiya. 
I was  recalled  from  southern 
Japan  and  made  “pastor”  of  the 
new  parish.  This  was  an  honour 
indeed. 

Since  November,  1953,  I have 
been  living  at  Scarboro’s  parish  in 
Nagoya,  and  endeavouring  to  con- 
tinue the  work  so  well  begun  by 
my  predecessors.  The  very  first  task 
to  confront  me  in  my  new  job  was 
that  of  finding  a suitable  building- 
lot.  After  nearly  a year  of  search- 
ing and  seemingly  endless  negotia- 
tions; of  squatting  long  hours 
somewhat  Indian  fashion  on  straw 
mats;  of  downing  gallons  of  green 
tea  proffered  by  prospective  sellers; 
after  all  this  we  decided  to  buy  a 


very  small  corner  lot  in  a fairly 
good  section  of  the  city.  Since  the 
property  was  so  small,  our  initial 
plan  was  to  build  a three-story  j 
wood-and-plaster  structure  with 
priests’  quarters  on  top,  a small 
hall  on  the  second  floor  and  the 
chapel  at  ground  level.  Then 
came  the  discouraging  news  from 
the  City  Office.  Due  to  the  fre- 
quency of  earthquakes  in  Japan, 
no  building  could  be  built  more 
than  two  stories  high  unless  con- 
struction was  of  ferro-concrete  — 
an  undertaking  far  beyond  the 
limit  of  our  modest  finances.  So, 
that  plan  had  to  be  scrapped,  and 
we  found  ourselves  right  back 
where  we  started  — looking  once 
more  for  property  (October  1954) . 
Discouraged  though  I was  at  the 
time,  that  building  regulation 
proved  to  be  a providential  boon. 
Towards  the  end  of  November,  one 
full  year  from  the  time  I had  come 
north,  we  were  able  to  purchase  a 
beautiful  corner  lot  (somewhat 
larger  than  the  previous  property) 
on  the  main  street  of  the  city  and 
only  ten  minutes  walk  from  the 
Station.  Being  larger,  we  could 
build  a one  or  two-story  building 
of  a type  within  the  limits  of  our 
budget.  The  one  drawback  was 


A new  oasis  of  grace  where  souls  will  find  their  God. 


the  very  high  price  of  this  lot,  its 
purchase  would  gobble  up  all  our 
available  funds.  However,  with  an 
eye  to  the  future  we  decided  to 
postpone  building  until  1955,  in 
order  to  finance  this  fine  location 
on  the  main  highway. 

And  so,  my  story  of  what  one 
encounters  in  establishing  a new 
mission  parish  in  Japan  is  coming 
to  an  end  — though  in  fact  it  is 
really  only  the  beginning.  Thanks 
to  funds  received  from  the  Society 
as  well  as  from  individual  benefac- 
tors in  Canada  and  the  United 
States,  I was  able  to  make  the 
down-payment  on  a temporary 
combination  chapel  - hall  - rectory, 
the  construction  of  which  began, 
as  I mentioned  previously,  on  April 
27th.  (The  church  proper,  please 
God,  will  come  later.)  By  August 


of  this  year,  I hope  to  move  to  the 
city  entrusted  to  me,  and  with 
God’s  help  begin  in  earnest  the 
work  I have  now  been  waiting  to 
do  for  nearly  two  years.  To  be 
sure,  further  payments  have  to  be 
met  in  the  near  future.  However, 
in  the  light  of  past  experience,  I 
have  not  the  slightest  ground  to 
doubt  but  that  God  will  provide. 
Nearly  every  day  now  I go  out  to 
check  on  the  material  being  used 
and  actual  building  progress.  And 
what  a thrill  it  is  for  me  to  see 
wooden  joint  joined  to  joint  and 
brick  placed  upon  brick,  as  all  the 
while  I breathe  a fervent  prayer 
that  God  will  reward  in  the  way 
He  alone  knows  best  the  generous 
benefactors  on  the  other  side  of 
the  world  whose  sacrifices  are 
making  all  this  possible! 


New  Addresses  in  Santo  Domingo 

Very  Rev.  John  Fullerton,  S.F.M.,  R.S.;  Fr.  Joseph  Ernewein;  Fr.  Francis  O'Grady; 

Fr.  John  Maurice;  Fr.  Michael  Dwyer,  Casa  Curial,  Haina,  R.D. 

Fr.  H.  Steel,  Centro  Cooperative  Obrero,  Apt.  386,  Cuidad  Trujillo,  R.D. 

Fr.  John  McCarthy;  Fr.  William  McNabb;  Fr.  John  O'Connor, 

Casa  Curial,  Azua,  R.D. 

Fr.  Robert  Moore;  Fr.  Louis  Quinn, 

Casa  Curial.  San  Jose  de  Ocoa,  R.D. 

Fr.  Lawrence  Hart;  Fr.  James  Walsh;  Fr.  Francis  Burke;  Fr.  Paul  McHugh, 

Casa  Curial,  Bani,  R.D. 

Fr.  Joseph  Murphy,  Casa  Curial,  Los  Alcarrizos,  R.D. 

Fr.  Lawrence  McAuliffe;  Fr.  John  George,  Casa  Curial,  Yamasa,  R.D. 

Fr.  Joseph  King;  Fr.  Leonard  HudsweJI, 

Casa  Curial,  Padre  de  las  Casas,  R.D. 

Fr.  George  Courtright,  Casa  Curial,  Guerra,  R.D. 

Fr.  John  Keeler;  Fr.  Joseph  Curcio,  Casa  Curial,  Monte  Plata.  R.D. 

Fr.  Lawrence  Beal,  Casa  Curial,  Consuelo,  R.D. 

Fr.  William  Matte;  Fr.  Gerald  Donovan;  Fr.  Victor  Vachon, 

Casa  Curial,  Hato  Mayor,  R.D. 

Fr.  John  Gault;  Fr.  Paul  Ouellette,  Casa  Curial,  El  Seibo,  R.D. 

Fr.  Daniel  MacNeil,  Casa  Curial,  Miches,  R.D. 

(Please  add  S.F.M.  to  priests'  names.) 
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heaven  from  there, 


PARRA 

ISN'T 

PARADISE 

AS 

YET 


by 

JOHN  GAULT,  S.F.M. 


The  government  of  the  Domini- 
can Republic  has  made  the  teach- 
ing of  religion  obligatory  in  all  its 
public  schools.  As  a result,  I must 
see  to  it  that  Christian  Doctrine  is 
taught  in  the  fifty  of  them  which 
are  within  the  limits  of  my  parish. 


Since  the  schools  are  so  numer- 
ous it  is  impossible  for  two  priests 
to  give  much  time  to  any  particu- 
lar one.  Fortunately,  some  members 
of  the  Legion  of  Mary  have  come 
to  our  aid. 


To  prepare  children  for  their 
First  Communion  our  system  has 
been  to  concentrate  on  one  place 
for  ten  days.  For  instance,  the 


little  school  of  Parra  (about  50 
students)  is  some  three  miles  from 
the  parish  centre  of  San  Jose  de 
Ocoa.  For  ten  consecutive  class- 
days  I took  a group  of  Legionnaires 
to  this  school  in  a jeep. 


The  make-shift  road  ends  at  the 
school-house.  There  I left  the 
group  to  teach  while  I continued 
on  foot  to  round  up  as  many  per- 
sons as  possible.  Frequently  the 
grown-ups  are  more  ignorant  of 
their  religion  than  the  youngsters. 
This  sad  state  is  due  to  lack  of 
clergy  during  so  many  years. 


On  my  first  trip  to  Parra,  while 
visiting  the  little  thatched-roof 
homes,  I met  a man  about  forty- 


five  years  of  age.  His  house  was 
made  of  long  stakes  driven  into  the 
ground.  The  roof  consisted  of 
large  strips  of  palm-bark  while  the 
floor  was  just  plain  earth. 


This  new-found  friend  went  by 
the  name  of  Manuelito.  During 
his  forty-five  years  he  had  never 
left  his  native  Parra.  Why?  Be- 
cause he  had  been  born  with  a 
distorted  body. 
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He  sat  on  the  earthen  floor  with 
his  thin  undeveloped  legs  folded 
beneath  him.  His  body  was  like 
that  of  a small  boy.  His  emaciated 
arms  were  proportionately  too  long, 
while  the  hands  were  so  deformed 
that  he  could  hold  a cigarette  only 
with  great  difficulty.  His  head, 
however,  was  that  of  a normal,  full- 
grown  man.  And  for  one  who  had 
never  had  any  schooling,  he  pos- 
sessed a remarkable  ability  to 
learn. 

I overcame  Manuelito's  shyness 
by  giving  him  cigarettes.  Smoking 
was  his  one  great  pleasure  in  life. 
Many  times  the  cigarette  fell  from 
his  twisted  fingers.  This  did  not 
seem  to  bother  him  although  to 
pick  it  up  again,  without  assistance, 
was  a slow  and  painful  process. 

Manuelito  had  never  been  to 
church.  Nor  had  he  ever  seen  a 


A legionnaire  gathers  the  children  for 
instruction  in  the  truths  of  religion. 


First  Communion  Day  is  one  all  chil-  A 
dren  eagerly  wait  for.  Help  them  by  ^ 
your  prayers. 


priest  except  on  the  day  of  his 
baptism.  When  I spoke  to  him 
about  receiving  his  First  Commun- 
ion he  was  very  doubtful.  He  felt 
that  he  was  not  capable  of  learning 
enough.  I assured  him  that  there 
was  no  need  to  worry  and  gave  him 
the  preliminary  instructions.  The 
president  of  the  Legion  of  Mary 
continued  the  lessons  for  several 
days. 

On  First  Communion  day,  while 
I attended  to  the  children  in  the 
school-house,  Father  McNabb  car- 
ried the  Sacred  Host  to  Manuelito’s 
humble  home. 
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Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


“ If  a writer  is  so  cautious  that  he  never  writes  anything  that  cannot  be  criticized  he 
will  never  write  anything  that  can  be  read.  If  you  want  to  help  other  people  you  have 
got  to  make  up  your  mind  to  write  things  that  some  men  will  condemn 

— Thomas  Merton,  Seeds  of  Contemplation 

While  you  are  reading  these  lines,  each  one  of  the  thirty  million  cancer 
victims  of  the  North  American  Continent  is  drawing  nearer  to  impending 
death.  It  is  my  fervent  hope  that  some  of  them  may  read  this  article  while 
there  is  still  time.  If  even  one  should  be  restored  to  health,  as  so  many 
already  have  been  through  the  Hoxsey  cancer  treatment,  it  would  certainly 
more  than  compensate  for  the  “spade  work"  that  has  gone  into  the  pre- 
paration of  this  story. 

Just  yesterday  it  was,  amid  the  rich  and  varied  colouring  of  nature’s 
autumnal  farewell,  that  I found  myself  driving  through  the  scenic 
Alleghany  hills,  enroute  from  Greensburg  to  the  Cancer  Clinic  at  Portage, 
Pennsylvania.  On  all  sides,  for  miles  in  every  direction;  from  valley  and 
slope  and  distant  hilltop,  I was  treated  to  a truly  dazzling  display  of  dying 
splendour,  a pageant  of  riotous  profusion  that  would  dwarf  the  most 
flamboyant  technicolor  of  any  Hollywood  extravaganza.  In  view  of  my 
mission  for  today  there  was  a singular  appropriateness  in  this  breath-taking 
tableau  of  Mother  Nature’s  challenging  panoply  of  death.  It  was  a sober- 
ing thought.  For  grim  with  the  imminence  of  an  equally  certain  and 
more  agonizing  dissolution  would  be  the  scene  to  greet  me  at  Portage, 
some  fifty  miles  beyond  those  distant  hills.  Here  would  be  found  stricken, 
helpless  humans,  doomed  as  surely  as  the  myriad  billions  of  sere  and 
yellow  leaves;  as  beyond  help  as  the  dying  beauty  of  the  Pennsylvania 
countryside  unless  hope  were  found  within  the  walls  of  just  one  unpre- 
tentious building,  the  second  only  of  its  kind  on  the  whole  of  this  great 
North  American  Continent. 

But  this  is  a story  of  hope,  a story  of  the  lifting  up  from  realms  of 
dark  despair  of  those  who  had  intimately  lived  with  the  nearness  of  ines- 
capable death.  You  could  see  and  feel  that  hope,  in  the  eyes  of  the  patients 
who  lined  the  reception  rooms.  You  could  hear  it  from  the  lips  of  victim 
after  victim,  sent  home  to  die  before  they  heard  of  a man  named  Hoxsey 
and  a courageous,  indomitable  Senator  named  Haluska.  For  in  spite  of 
relentless  persecution  and  of  obstacles  that  others  might  well  have  deemed 
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insurmountable  this  man  truly  dedicated  to  the  alleviation  of  human 
suffering,  had  brought  this  hope,  and  this  blessing,  to  Pennsylvania. 

# * * 

It  was  my  privilege  to  be  permitted  to  make  an  exhaustive,  on-the-spot 
investigation  of  the  Cancer  Clinic  at  Portage.  Senator  Haluska  and  Doctor 
Allen,  Medical  Director,  were  kind  enough  to  give  me  four  hours  of  their 
precious  time  and  place  at  my  disposal  the  entire  facilities  and  files  of  this 
unique  institution.  A similar  investigation  of  the  Clinic  at  Dallas,  Texas, 
was  recently  made  by  Rev.  Dr.  Gerald  B.  Winrod,  editor  of  the  Defender 
Magazine , Wichita,  Kansas.  I wish  here  to  go  on  record  as  being  in  com- 
plete agreement  with  his  findings.  I feel  that  I can  do  no  better  — since 
his  experience  and  mine  were  identical  — than  make  my  own  his  vindica- 
tion of  the  Hoxsey  treatment  in  an  article  of  that  magazine  for  May, 
1955.  Dr.  Winrod  writes: 

“ While  other  groups  are  putting  on  high  powered  publicity  campaigns , 
raising  millions  of  dollars , paying  fabulous  salaries  to  executives,  express- 
ing the  hope  of  finding  a cure  for  cancer  within  ten  years,  the  Hoxsey 
Cancer  Clinic  is  curing  the  dread  disease  right  now.  I would  not  dare 
make  such  a statement  without  proof.  I have  the  proof .” 

“Hospital  records,  clinical  findings,  biopsy  reports,  sworn  statements, 
pathological  reports,  complete  documentation,  confirm  the  fact  that  cancer 
is  being  cured  by  the  Hoxsey  system  of  treatment.  No  cutting.  No  burn- 
ing. No  suffering.  Just  medicine  — medicine  working  through  the  blood 
stream  in  a way  that  changes  the  body  chemistry  and  produces  a state  of 
natural  immunity.” 

Like  Dr.  Winrod,  I too,  have  the  proof  and  I,  too,  would  not  dare 
make  such  a statement  without  it.  Having  seen  what  I saw  and  knowing 
what  I know,  my  conscience  would  not  rest  were  I to  fail  to  write  this 
article,  solely  in  the  interests  of  suffering  humanity.  I only  wish  I had 
known  of  it  years  ago,  before  some  of  my  loved  ones  and  friends  went  to 
their  deaths  from  the  ravages  of  this  deadly  enemy  of  humankind.  And 
— lest  you  may  be  disposed  to  write  off  as  worthless  the  verdict  of  a layman 
in  such  matters  — let  me  say  that  I have  seen  written  statements  of 
many  doctors  who  have  had  the  courage  and  the  great  charity  to  come  out 
openly  in  defense  of  Dr.  Hoxsey. 

* # =* 

About  six  months  ago  ten  independent  M.D.’s  from  various  parts  of 
the  country  spent  two  days  investigating  the  Hoxsey  Clinic  at  Dallas. 
They  declared  unanimously  — and  I have  seen  the  photostat  copy  of  their 
letter  and  signatures  — that  the  Clinic  “is  successfully  treating  pathologi- 
cally proven  cases  of  cancer,  both  internal  and  external,  without  the  use 
of  surgery,  radium  or  x-ray.”  I read  the  story  of  Dr.  H.  K.  Hill  of  LaVerne, 
Oklahoma,  a man  who  states  that  in  the  course  of  his  practice  he  had 
personally  attended  over  100  cases  of  cancer  and  who  himself  was  stricken 
with  that  dread  affliction.  Writing  of  the  active  melanoma  (black  cancer) 
in  his  own  case  he  says:  “Nodules  appeared  in  the  centre.  A malodorous 
seepage  developed  and  I was  forced  to  wear  a pad  to  absorb  it.  I began  to 
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lose  weight  and  was  in  constant  pain.  Eventually  the  evil  odour  was  so 
noticeable  that  I had  to  discontinue  my  practice  and  avoid  all  social 
contacts.  . . . The  only  recommended  treatment  for  this  type  of  cancer  is 
radical  surgery.  However , I have  no  faith  in  either  surgery  or  irradiation 
in  advanced  cases  of  cancer.  I have  sent  scores  of  cancer  patients  to  the 
best  specialists  in  the  country , only  to  see  them  die  after  taking  these 
treatments.  In  short,  I gave  up  hope  and  resigned  myself  to  death.” 
(Italics  ours.) 

A short  time  later  a friend  brought  Dr.  Hill  a copy  of  a magazine  with 
an  article  about  the  Hoxsey  method  of  treatment.  He  continues:  “Frankly, 
I was  sceptical.  All  my  training,  background  and  experience  militated 
against  the  idea  that  cancer  could  be  cured  by  medication  and  I knew  that 
Hoxsey  had  been  denounced  by  the  American  Medical  Association  as  a 
quack.  However,  my  life  was  already  forfeit.  I had  nothing  to  lose.  So 
on  August  12th  I presented  myself  at  the  Hoxsey  Clinic." 


Doctor  Hill  describes  his  impressions  of  the  efficiency  of  the  Clinic 
methods,  gives  details  of  the  treatment  and  his  reactions  and  gradual 
improvement  and  concludes:  “Now  I feel  fully  recovered.  The  scar  is 
practically  invisible.  I've  gained  25  lbs.  and  my  general  condition  is  good. 
I have  resumed  my  medical  practice  and  am  able  to  do  all  my  own  work  on 
the  farm.  I've  been  examined  by  several  doctors  and  they  now  find  no 
evidence  of  cancer.  I am  firmly  convinced  that  the  Hoxsey  treatment 
saved  my  life.” 


Dr.  Hoxsey  has  long  since  posted  a challenge  that  has  never  been  taken 
up  by  the  American  Medical  Association.  “I  challenge  the  federal  govern- 
ment, the  county  and  state  governments,  the  American  Medical  Association 
or  any  other  recognized  group  to  come  to  the  Hoxsey  Cancer  Clinic  and 
if  I fail  to  prove  we  have  cured  the  most  deadly  types  of  cancer  after 
radium.  X-ray  and  surgery  have  failed,  I will  donate  $25,000  to  any 
charitable  organization  and  close  the  doors  of  the  Clinic  forever.” 
Does  that  sound  like  a man  who  had  anything  to  fear  from  competent 
and  official  investigation? 


Senator  Haluska  showed  me  a photostat  copy  of  a telegram  sent  to  the 
following  “top  brass”,  of  the  various  cancer  organizations  throughout  the 
country,  the  National  Cancer  Institute,  Maryland;  Damon  Runyon  Cancer 
Fund,  New  York;  American  Cancer  Society;  the  U.S.  Surgeon  General's 
office  and  the  American  Medical  Association.  The  telegram  reads: 


“Thirty-five  pathologically  proven  cases  of  cures,  internal  and  external, 
of  cancer  will  be  presented  before  a jury  of  seven  M.D.'s  from  all  over  the 
nation  at  Hoxsey  Cancer  Clinic,  Dallas,  Texas,  April  10,  11,  12,  1954. 
You  are  invited  to  attend  or  send  representatives.  Signed  Dr.  Harry  M. 
Hoxsey.”  He  received  no  reply  and  nobody  came. 
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Portage,  Pennsylvania,  is  in  the  Altoona-Johnstown  area,  on  the  main 
line  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad.  The  Clinic  is  open  from  8.30  a.m.  to 
4.30  p.m.  Monday  through  Friday.  No  new  patients  are  admitted  after 
12.00  Noon  on  Thursday.  It  is  not  necessary  to  make  appointments  and 
I have  been  assured  that  from  one  to  three  days  is  the  longest  time  any- 
body would  have  to  wait  after  arrival  in  Portage.  For  the  most  part 
patients  are  admitted  for  examination  the  day  they  arrive. 

The  laboratory  fees  run  from  $5.00  to  $18.00  and  there  is  a charge  of 
$10.00  for  each  X-ray  picture.  The  total  fee  for  the  basic  cancer  treatment 
runs  around  $400.00.  The  medicine  is  taken  orally  and,  after  a day  or  so 
of  examination,  the  patient  may  return  home,  continuing  to  take  the 
medication  and  returning  for  a check-up  after  a period  of  one  to  three 
months.  The  Clinic  does  not  provide  overnight  accommodation  but  with 
the  hosts  of  motels  all  over  the  countryside  these  days,  this  does  not  present 
a serious  problem.  If  the  disease  has  progressed  to  the  stage  where  patients 
are  not  able  to  walk  or  retain  food  they  are  advised  against  applying  for 
treatment. 

If  you  desire  a full  documented  story  of  medical  testimony  and  that  of 
patients  who  have  been  cured  by  The  Floxsey  treatment,  we  advise  you  to 
write  to  Defender  Publishers,  Wichita,  Kansas,  for  two  most  revealing 
pamphlets,  “Senator  Haluska’s  Great  Speech ” and  “Answering  Dr. 
Cameron .”  The  price  of  each  pamphlet  is  10  cents  per  single  copy;  12 
copies  for  $1.00  or  100  copies  for  $5.00.  I always  keep  a supply  on  hand 
for  distribution  as  I travel  throughout  the  country,  in  the  hope  that  even 
one  cancer  victim  may  learn  about  it,  and  find  relief  from  this  terrible 
affliction  that  is  bringing  suffering  and  despair  to  nearly  one-fifth  of  the 
entire  population  of  North  America. 


Here's  Good  News! 

We  were  just  about  to  go  downtown  to  the  press  when  a letter  came  in  with  as  thrilling  a 
message  as  anyone  could  hope  to  receive.  We  reprint  part  of  it  but  without  identification  of 
the  writer;  we  have  no  time  to  contact  same  before  this  issue  is  printed.  If  we  receive  permis- 
sion to  disclose  the  identity  of  this  party  we  shall  do  so  in  our  January  number.  Here  is  the 
excerpt. 

“May  I say  that  through  an  article  in  Scarboro  Missions  my  son  has  a 
new  hope  of  living.  I refer  to  the  Hoxsey  Clinic  Article  which  persuaded 
his  mother  and  I to  induce  him  to  make  a trip  there  in  the  hope  of  curing 
his  cancer.  He  has  returned  full  of  hope  and  with  a definite  improvement 
in  his  condition.  He  will  go  there  again  next  April  for  further  medication 
and  examination.  Meantime  the  prayers  of  his  family  and  friends  go  up 
to  God  through  His  blessed  Mother  for  his  ultimate  recovery.  May  God 
spare  Monsignor  McGrath  to  write  many  more  articles  in  the  CROWS 
NEST”. 
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From  British  Guiana  Father  Wally  writes, 

■ 


GUIANA 


by  WALLACE  CHISHOLM,  S.F.M. 


Life  in  this  Colony  is  completely 
divorced  from  anything  we  have 
been  used  to  at  home;  it  is  practi- 
cally like  a re-birth  into  a different 
civilization.  The  people  are  lovable 
and  extremely  polite.  One  never 
says  “hello”  in  British  Guiana  but 
either  “Good  afternoon”  or  “Good 
evening.”  You  are  never  asked 
your  name  but  “What  is  your 
Title?”  Customs  like  that  take  a 
while  to  get  used  to. 

I have  travelled  by  train  and 
boat  from  Georgetown  to  Rosignol, 
to  New  Amsterdam,  to  Port  Mour- 
ant  and  finally  up  to  Springlands 
from  where  you  can  gaze  across  the 
Berbice  river  into  Surinam  — or 
perhaps  more  correctly  — Dutch 
Guiana.  The  train  is  unique;  it 
leaves  the  Capital  about  8:30  a.m. 
and  arrives  in  Rosignol  at  11.30 
a.m.,  a distance  of  67  miles.  I spent 
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the  time  hanging  out  the  window 
taking  pictures  of  the  different 
settlements.  At  every  stop,  and 
they  were  many,  the  local  folks 
came  to  the  windows  of  the  train 
to  sell  bananas  and  other  fruits 
and  cool  drinks  of  various  colours. 
I was  instructed  to  go  first  class  in 
a railway  car  comparable  to  an 
open  box-car  with  seats. 

I travelled  up  country  alone  but 
on  my  return  I was  accompanied 
by  the  Regional  Superior,  Father 
Edward  Moriarty.  At  Rosignol,  a 
very  pleasant  chap  walked  through 
the  car  selling  the  morning  paper. 
I stopped  him  and  bought  two,  one 
for  myself  and  one  for  Father  Ed. 
I gave  the  newsboy  a shilling  and 
told  him  to  keep  the  change.  That’s 
where  my  inexperience  tripped  me 
up,  causing  me  to  make  two  mis- 
takes. First  of  all  I should  not 
have  bought  two  papers;  one  buys 
one  only,  reads  it  and  then  passes 
it  to  his  companion.  Secondly,  one 
never  gives  a shilling  for  two 
papers,  telling  the  boy  to  keep  the 

SCARBORO 


is  the  place  for  we! 


change,  because  in  this  case,  as  in 
many,  the  change  amounted  to  a 
full  day’s  pay,  by  far  too  big  a sum 
to  be  given  as  a mere  tip. 

Father  Kirby  and  Father  Wall  at 
New  Amsterdam  are  well;  they 
have  a nice  church  and  rectory. 
There  is  an  Ursuline  convent  next 
door.  The  people  are  friendly  and 
there  seems  to  be  a lot  of  parish 
activity.  Father  Kirby  took  me  out 
on  a few  calls  and  I saw  that  the 
poverty  of  some  of  the  people  is 
simply  beyond  comprehension;  it 
isn’t  poverty  any  longer,  but  utter 
destitution.  We  visited  one  of  his 
parishioners,  an  old  lady.  There 
she  lay  on  her  bed  in  pain  and 
misery,  unable  to  get  up.  The  heat 
in  her  room  was  unbearable.  Above 
the  bed  was  a crucifix  and  a rosary. 
She  had  Faith  but  that  was  about 
all  she  had.  She  was  thrilled  to 
see  a priest  and  was  so  effusive  in 
her  thanks  that  honestly  it  made 
me  feel  ashamed.  There  we  stood, 
dressed  in  cool  clothes,  with  good 
leather  shoes  on  our  feet  and  a 


full  stomach,  blessings  that  I am 
sure  this  poor  soul  had  never  ex- 
perienced in  her  long  life. 

Our  trip  up  the  highway  to  see 
Father  Joe  Moriarty  and  Father 
Frank  Thornley  took  about  45 
minutes;  it  is  only  17  miles.  These 
two  are  well  and  have  a flourishing 
parish.  The  school  is  huge;  I 
think  they  have  close  to  1,100 
scholars.  From  Port  Mourant  it  is 
approximately  45  miles  to  Spring- 
lands  where  we  went  by  van.  The 
road  is  fair  but  one  has  to  be  care- 
ful not  to  run  into  pigs,  sheep, 
goats  and  Brahmin  bulls  on  the 
road. 

The  main  house  at  Georgetown 
is  really  very  nice.  It  has  just  been 
re-done  and  it  is  fairly  cool.  The 
rooms  are  large,  being  exceptional- 
ly clean  and  bright,  and  freshly 
painted.  The  chapel  seats  about 
200.  Father  Moriarty  and  Father 
McNamara  and  Father  MacAuley 
comprise  the  staff  here  at  the  cen- 
tral house.  I will  be  stationed  here 
for  the  time  being. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


A middle-aged  man  stepped  into  the 
doctor’s  office  and  asked  to  see  the  psy- 
chiatrist. He  was  granted  an  immediate 
reception. 

“What  seems  to  be  the  difficulty?” 
asked  the  doctor. 

“Plenty,  doctor,”  said  the  worried  man. 
“I  have  developed  the  habit  of  making 
long  distance  calls  to  myself  and  it’s 
costing  me  a lot  of  money.” 

“Hmmm,”  mused  the  psychiatrist. 
“Why  not  try  reversing  the  charges?” 

— Ray  Freedman 
* * * 

“This  is  a holdup!”  said  the  thug.  “Give 
me  your  money  or  else.” 

“Or  else  what?”  demanded  the  victim. 

“Don’t  confuse  me,”  begged  the  thug. 
“This  is  my  first  job.” — Locomotive, 
house  magazine,  Hartford  Steam  Boiler 
Inspection  & Insurance  Co. 

* * * 

The  teacher  asked  the  class  how  Noah 
spent  his  time  on  the  Ark.  Seeing  no 
response  from  the  tots,  she  added,  “Do 
you  suppose  he  did  a lot  of  fishing?” 

“What?”  jeered  little  Freddie,  “with 
only  two  worms?” — Reformatory  Pillar 

* * * 

One  Weather  Bureau  official  has  come 
up  with  a pat  answer  to  complaints  over 
the  naming  of  hurricanes  after  women: 
“After  all,  they’re  hurricanes,  not  himi- 
canes!” 

* * * 

The  only  reason  some  people  become 
lost  in  thought  is  because  it’s  unfamiliar 
territory  to  them. — Wooden  Barrel,  house 
magazine,  Associated  Cooperage  Indus- 
tries of  America. 

* * * 

Overheard  on  the  cocktail  circuit:  “The 
battle  of  the  sexes  will  never  be  won  by 


either  side;  there  is  too  much  fraternizing 
with  the  enemy.” 

* * * 

A salesman  was  trying  to  sell  a farmer 
a bathtub  but  the  farmer  answered, 
“Nope.  We  tried  one  once;  that’s  what 
killed  Grandpa.” 

“Killed  him!  What  happened?” 

“Well,  after  we  got  it  in  the  house  I 
plugged  her  up  and  filled  her  full  of 
water.  Then  the  whole  family,  from 
the  youngest  to  the  oldest,  took  turns. 
The  youngest  hopped  in,  then  out,  then 
the  next  oldest — all  the  way  up  to  grand- 
pa, who  was  last.  And  that’s  what  killed 
him.” 

“How?” 

“He  died  in  the  quicksand.” — Philnews, 
house  magazine,  Phillips  Petroleum 
Corporation. 

* * * 

Friend  of  ours,  loitering  on  a street 
corner  in  the  hope  that  something  like 
this  would  turn  up  to  reward  his  deser- 
tion of  duty,  reports  a funeral  proces- 
sion followed  closely  by  one  of  Brink’s 
armored  cars.  One  passerby,  observed 
to  his  companion:  “So  you  can  take  it 
with  you!” 

* * * 

A British  friend  in  Singapore  tells 
about  a police  lieutenant  who  had  served 
in  Malaya  ten  years.  Every  morning  his 
wife  had  polished  his  boots  — every 
morning  for  10  years. 

One  morning  she  decided  to  stop  and 
see  what  happened. 

“I  say,”  he  said  to  his  wife,  “you  soon 
got  tired,  didn’t  you?”  — Woodrow 
Wirsig,  Woman’s  Home  Companion 

* * * 

A politician  once  bragged  to  Horace 
Greeley,  “I  am  a self-made  man.”  “That, 
sir,”  replied  Greeley  unimpressed,  “re- 
lieves the  Almighty  of  a terrible  re- 
sponsibility.” 
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Dreaming  of  a Bright  Christmas, 

with  all  your  dear  ones  thoughtfully  remem- 
bered? Then,  be  sure  you  send  a 14"  Fatima 
statue  to  that  loved  someone.  It  will  remind 
him  or  her  of  you  for  years  to  come,  especially 
when  the  Rosary  is  being  said  before  it. 
Wouldn't  You  Like  That? 

PRICE  $5.00 

No  packing  and  no  mailing  problems  for  you.  We  will 
send  your  statue  FREE  of  shipping  charges  to  any  area 
in  Canada  served  by  the  Express  Companies  or  the 
Post  Office  (air  express  extra). 

A card  expressing  your  Christmas  wishes  will 
be  sent  in  your  name  to  the  person  receiving 
the  statue. 


USE  THIS  HANDY  FORM 

Scarboro  Missions, 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 

Enclosed  please  find  $ . Kindly  send  a 14"  Fatima  Statue  to 

the  following  person.  (Please  print  name  and  address)  : 

Name: 

Address: 


Lady  of  Fatima 


N.B. — Post  Office  will  not  guarantee  Christmas  delivery  if  mailed  after 

December  I Oth. 
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LITTLE 


FLOWER'S 


Dear  J.  M’ers  — 

Christmas  once  again  and  may  yours  be  the  holiest  and  happiest  ever. 
I wish  I could  visit  each  of  you  at  home  to  tell  you  how  thankful  all  of  us 
Scar  boro  missionaries  are  for  what  you  are  doing  for  God  and  souls.  When 
you  get  up  to  heaven,  be  sure  to  tell  St.  Peter  you  were  a Junior  Missionary 
on  earth;  he  will  let  you  in  right  away. 

Do  you  like  our  cover  this  month?  Take  a good  look  at  it  and  see  if 
you  can  read  the  entire  lesson  it  has  for  you.  Father  Editor  tells  me  the  idea 
is  to  show  that  the  Infant  Saviour  thinks  of  all  people  — even  the  poor 
mother  and  child  in  the  picture.  You  will  probably  have  a tree  like  the  one 
shown.  Be  sure  to  have  a gift  for  God  on  it  — -a  great  big  sacrifice  to  help 
His  Scarboro  priests  bring  the  story  of  Christmas  to  the  people  of  the  world 
who  still  don’t  know  it.  Will  you? 

Don’t  forget  St.  Francis  Xavier,  Patron  of  the  missions.  His  feast  day  is 
December  third.  Our  Seminary  is  called  after  him  too,  so  pray  him  to  obtain 
God’s  blessing  on  us. 

Once  again,  Merry  Christmas  and  be  good. 

Your  friend, 
Father  Jim. 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN 


PRINCE  Of  KABU 

by  Patricia  McDonough 


The  sun  shone  brighter  than  ever  one  fine  day  in  the  village  of  Kabu 
in  China. 

“Oh,"  thought  everyone,  “what  a wonderful  day  for  the  big  meeting!” 

The  Emperor  was  very  happy  to  see  that  the  sun  was  going  to  favour 
him  on  the  day  the  great  dignitaries  and  wise  men  had  chosen  to  come. 
They  were  coming  from  all  parts  of  the  land  to  visit  the  palace  and  discuss 
the  state  of  the  country. 

“What  a fine  day  this  is!”  boomed  the  voice  of  the  Emperor  through- 
out the  palace.  “Hurry  now  and  prepare  everything  for  the  great  court 
session.” 

In  the  village  the  people  were  hurrying  to  and  fro.  They,  too,  were 
preparing  for  a great  feast. 

“The  Prince  is  coming  to  speak  to  us!”  they  cried. 

An  old  woman  wept;  the  Prince  was  going  to  dine  at  her  home.  A 
younger  woman  was  dressing  her  baby  in  beautiful  clothes  because  the 
Prince  was  coming  to  baptize  the  infants  in  the  land. 

“Fair  sister,”  said  one  young  girl,  “may  I borrow  the  pretty  dress  you 
wore  before  you  met  your  husband?  Perhaps  the  Prince  will  glance  my 
way  today.” 

There  was  great  excitement  indeed.  The  Emperor  was  most  pleased 
that  the  entire  village  was  anxious  to  prepare  Kabu  for  the  visit  of  the 
wise  men. 

“My,  I am  an  excellent  ruler,”  bellowed  the  Emperor.  “I  didn’t  even 
have  to  tell  the  people  to  get  ready.” 

“You  are  the  most  exalted  Emperor  of  all  time,”  said  the  Empress. 
“Now,  may  I have  some  extra  food  to  give  the  poor  who  are  begging  at 
the  door?” 

The  Emperor  was  so  pleased  to  hear  that  his  wife  liked  the  way  he 
ruled,  he  couldn’t  help  giving  her  anything  she  wished.  He  even  ordered 
the  servants  to  cook  the  most  delicious  food;  but,  on  one  condition  — the 
poor  were  never  to  come  begging  again. 

The  Emperor’s  spy  Nos  informed  him  the  dignitaries  were  on  their 
way.  He  quickly  took  his  watch  by  the  great  window,  and  waited  for  them 
to  arrive.  In  the  distance  he  saw  the  first  of  the  royal  carriages  appear. 
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The  people  continued  to  mill  back  and  forth  in  the  street,  blocking  the 
path  of  the  carriage. 

“Oh,  excellent!”  screamed  the  Emperor  with  joy.  “That  will  make  the 
wise  men  think  the  people  are  anxious  to  see  them.” 

The  Emperor  resumed  his  watch,  but  this  time  he  became  irritated 
by  what  he  saw.  The  carriages  were  slowly  moving  past  the  crowds  in  the 
square.  The  guests  waved  to  the  people  from  their  exalted  carriages.  But 
no  one  cheered  the  arrival  of  the  important  guests.  The  guests  waved  and 
waved,  but  still  no  one  cheered. 

“Cheer!”  shrieked  the  Emperor.  “Cheer!”  His  voice  wasn’t  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  on  this  occasion.  “Oh,  how  humiliating!  And  where 
is  that  son  of  mine?  He  should  be  here  to  meet  my  guests.” 

Unexpectedly,  to  the  relief  of  the  Emperor,  the  people  started  to  cheer. 
Their  Prince  had  come  at  last.  In  the  people’s  eyes,  he  was  the  only 
person  who  deserved  a cheer. 

The  Prince  hailed  the  people,  and  then  went  to  his  special  place  in  the 
square.  From  there  he  spoke  to  the  villagers. 

“What  is  going  on  here?”  bellowed  the  Emperor.  “Why  doesn't  he 
come  to  the  palace?” 

“Well,”  sighed  the  Empress,  “I  tried  to  tell  you,  but  you  never  listen 
to  me.  Your  son  has  been  fasting  in  the  forest,  as  the  Holy  Man  in  the 
great  book  did  long  ago.  Now  the  Prince  has  returned  to  tell  his  people 
the  wisdom  of  prayers  and  penance.  They  are  celebrating  the  end  of  the 
long  fast.” 

“Oh,”  groaned  the  Emperor,  “you  are  right.  I forgot  all  about  it  in 
my  haste  to  rule  the  country.  But,  that  scoundrel  out  there!  What  will 
I tell  the  wise  men  if  my  son  doesn’t  come  to  the  council  chamber?  He 
must  learn  how  to  rule  his  land,  once  and  for  all.” 

The  Emperor  was  in  such  a frenzy,  the  Empress  decided  to  handle  the 
situation.  She  rushed  to  the  council  chamber  and  invited  the  wise  men 
to  listen  to  the  Prince  rule  his  land,  in  a manner  never  heard  of. 

“Young  man,”  one  wise  man  cried,  “what  is  the  rule  of  the  governing 
body?” 

“Here  is  the  first  rule.”  The  Prince  raised  the  Cross.  “Love  your 
God!  And  here  is  your  second  rule,”  he  said  as  he  motioned  to  the  lame 
and  the  poor,  “ ‘Love  your  neighbour  as  yourself.” 

“Love  doesn’t  put  money  in  your  pockets;”  laughed  another  wise  man. 

“I  don't  need  to  have  money  in  my  pockets.  Love  can  buy  me  enough 
food  to  live  on;  and  look,  it  buys  all  the  food  for  the  sick  and  the  aged 
who  can  no  longer  work  in  the  fields.” 

“I  would  rather  have  money  in  my  pockets,”  laughed  the  wise  man  in 
an  effort  to  end  the  conversation.  However,  he  couldn’t  help  pondering 
over  the  strange  words  of  the  young  Prince.  “You  have  a strange  son,  oh 
Emperor  of  Kabu.  He  speaks  words  that  contain  many  thoughts.” 

“You  are  impressed V*  stammered  the  Emperor. 

“Very  impressed!”  the  wise  men  answered  in  unison. 

The  Emperor  heaved  a thunderous  sigh  of  relief.  The  wise  men  had 
been  impressed  by  something  in  Kabu  after  all. 
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ONTARIO: 

St.  John’s,  Burlington 
St.  Anthony’s,  Chalk  River 
St.  John  Brebeuf,  Delhi 
St.  Rita’s,  Ottawa 
St.  Helen’s,  Hamilton 
Lemieux  Public  School 
St.  Joseph’s,  Lindsay 
Religion  Class,  Lively 
London: 

St.  Patrick’s 
Holy  Rosary 
St.  Peter’s 
Mt.  St.  Joseph 
St.  Joseph,  Merritton 
O.  L.  of  Mt.  Carmel,  Mt.  Carmel 
St.  Patrick’s,  Mt.  St.  Patrick 
St.  Ursula,  McGregor 
St.  Patrick’s,  Niagara  Falls 


Sunday  School  Class,  St.  Patrick’s, 
Niagara  Falls 

Sacred  Heart,  New  Liskeard 
Guardian  Angels,  Orillia 
Ottawa: 

St.  Mary’s 

University  High  School 
St.  Therese 
St.  Thomas  Aquinas 
Mary  Immaculate,  Pembroke 
Peterboro: 

St.  Mary’s 
St.  Peter’s  High 
Immaculate  Conception 
Sacred  Heart 
Mt.  St.  Joseph 

St.  Stanislaus,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 
St.  Joseph’s,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 
St.  James,  Seaforth 
St.  Clements,  St.  Clements 


St.  Mary’s,  St.  Catharines 
St.  Andrew,  St.  Andrews  West 
St.  Anne’s  High,  Tecumseh 
St.  Mary’s,  Tillsonburg 
Toronto: 

Blessed  Sacrament 

NEWFOUNDLAND: 

Convent  School,  Ferryland 
St.  Francis,  Outer  Cove 
Holy  Infant,  St.  George’s 
Gaskier,  St.  Mary’s 

NOVA  SCOTIA: 

Sunday  Scool,  Bridgewater 
St.  Paul’s,  Herring  Cove 

ALBERTA: 

Sacred  Heart,  Edmonton 


A WORD  TO  THE  WISE 


Alms  are  the  salt  of  riches. 

* * * 

He  gives  little  who  gives  much  with  a 

frown;  he  gives  much  who  gives  even  a 

little  with  a smile. 

* * * 

He  whom  God  favours  becomes  rich 
in  his  sleep. 

* * * 

He  who  gives  alms,  sows  one  and 
reaps  one  thousand. 

* * * 

Generosity  is  to  do  a kindness  before 
it  is  asked. 

* * * 

Save  thyself  by  giving:  what’s  given  is 
well  saved. 

* * * 

A promise  has  legs,  only  the  gift  has 
hands. 


Absence  is  the  wind  that  puts  out  a 
little  fire  and  fans  a big  one. 

* * * 

When  flatterers  assemble  the  devil 
goes  to  dinner. 

* * * 

Youth  and  rabbits  should  be  caught 
by  the  ears. 

* * * 

Sense  in  youth  is  ice  in  spring. 

* * * 

That  which  is  twisted  in  youth  won’t 

become  straight  in  old  age. 

* * * 

From  the  tree  of  silence  hangs  its 
fruit,  tranquillity. 

* * * 

Forgiveness  is  perfect  when  the  sin  is 
not  remembered. 

* * * 

Never  let  fools  see  half-finished  work. 
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SACRIFICE 
TO  FILL  A 
SCARBORO 
MISSION 
NEED! 


“Share  Your  Christmas  Joy  With  Us” 

WILL  "OTHER  CHRISTS" 
BE  TURNED  AWAY  BECAUSE  THERE 
IS  NO  ROOM  IN  OUR  SEMINARY? 
THE  ANSWER  LIES  ONLY  WITH  YOU! 

When  you  send  a Christmas  Offering  to  our  Seminary  Building  Fund 
you  will  have  the  happiness  of  knowing  such  a gift  will  go  on  through  the 
years  doing  good  on  earth  and  helping  to  bring  countless  souls  home  to 
Heaven. 

- HELP  US  HELP  YOU  HELP  OTHERS  - 

— Our  address  — 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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DECEMBER  SPECIAL 

LIGHT 

Last  month  Fr.  J.  King,  S.F.M.  asked  our 
readers  for  Coleman  lamps.  Due  to  the  scar- 
city of  electricity  in  rural  areas  much  valuable 
instruction  time  is  lost  in  the  evenings  when  the 
workers  are  free  to  come  for  lessons. 

A Coleman  lamp  will  be  a great  help  in- 
deed. Average  cost  of  one  [200  candle  power) 
is  about  $15.00.  If  you  prefer,  send  money  and 
we  will  do  the  buying.  For  further  information 
please  write: 

"SCARBORO  MISSIONS" 

2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


Scarboro’s  “Family”  Christmas  Packet 

"SCARBORO  MISSIONS"  AND  "HER  PLANS  FOR  PEACE" 


“The  gift  for  all  the  family.” 

We  will  send  a letter  to  the  family  which  is  to  receive  this  beautiful  expression 
of  your  Christmas  Wishes,  telling  its  members  of  your  kind  thought  of  them. 

"SCARBORO  MISSIONS"  $2.00  FOR  2 YEARS 

Without  Christ  there  would  be  no  Christmas.  Your  Scarboro  Fathers  are 
“other  Christs"  carrying  the  peace  of  Bethlehem  to  far-distant  lands.  Sus- 
tain and  encourage  them  by  subscribing  to  the  magazine  that  tells  you  of 
their  efforts;  it  is  “ Scarboro  Missions ." 

"HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE"  $2.00  PER  COPY 

This  book  by  Fr.  Stringer,  S.F.M.,  explains  simply  and  clearly  how  our 
Lady  came  at  Fatima  to  tell  us  her  divine  Son  must  be  reborn  in  us. 

Fifteen  meditations  on  the  mysteries  of  the  Rosary  round  out  this  volume 
and  make  it  a gift  to  be  cherished. 

— Order  now  — 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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JOHNNY  SUB 


UP  THERE  JL.  IS  SUBSCRIPTION  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARI 

I 

I 
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OUR  COVER 


It  is  nearly  two  thousand  years  since  the  Infant  Saviour  was 
born  into  His  world.  Some  seventy  years  after  that,  a man  in 
lonely  exile  wrote  of  Him:  “He  came  into  His  own  and  His  own 
received  Him  not!33  And  in  spite  of  the  countless  blessings  He  has 
shed  on  us  in  the  intervening  centuries — in  spite  of  remaining  in 
veiled  Presence  amongst  us — there  are  still  those  of  us  who  will  not 
help  Him  possess  His  own.  There  is  no  doubt  of  it;  the  Catholic 
who  fails  to  shoulder  his  responsibility  of  extending  the  Kingdom 
of  Christ  is  just  such  a one.  He  cannot  bring  Christ  into  his  heart 
this  Christmas  and  exclude  from  his  life  active  and  sustained  par- 
ticipation in  the  great  purpose  of  His  coming — the  salvation  of 
souls. 

May  all  of  us  glorify  Him  on  this  great  Feast  by  doing  every- 
thing possible  to  open  the  hearts  of  others  to  Him. 


